


Malaria Fiddy Juan, Part 1. 


Foreword 


After the corona pandemic started, | had more freetime on my hands and got a little 
bit bored. 

Out of the blue | felt the urge to write a funny book, but the funny and intense story 
didn’t get finalized and long enough in this text that was written, so it will turn out as 
a novel, and a part 1 of the story. 

A lot of freetime, a “colorful” and spaced out fantasy and a very special humor is the 
recipe for this novel. The pandemic is to blame. Take part in this incredibly intense 
novel with a new and unorthodox twist, if you dare! Everything is from a fictional 
world and made up. 


Tell them about it 


Malaria Fiddy Juan (Area 51 rhyme) is a novel of a protagonist who suffers from an 
IQ of 350. 

The high IQ does weird stuff to his brain, making him a genius at one second, an 
unstable predator the other second, and something that is very dangerous the third 
second. Everything spirals out of control! Viadimir lvanov runs away from his job 
after getting enough of the “system” and ends up on an infinite vacation that never 
ends. It both has an ending and doesn’t. Vladimir lvanov uses speed every day too, 
which is dangerous when you have 350 IQ, and he’s jacked all the time too. He 
builds crazy weapons himself, does very bizarre unexpected stuff and turns slowly 
into a criminal. He can’t control it as he’s been loading up rage for years. Everything 
spirals out of control on his crazy adventure! 


Me - My name is Bosnian Rambo, I’m 29 years old and live in Norway. I’m actually 
not a book guy, and this is my first text that I’m publishing. Everything went out of 
control when writing, as | wanted to make the most bizarre story ever. 


Disclaimer - There is a twist to the writing and telling-style here. This story is also 
“told and narrated” by the protagonist. The novel contains a new intense style of 
writing and telling, which isn't traditional in novels. All of the swearing, how someone 
is labeled, viewed or portrayed in this novel is all done fictionally by the protagonist 
himself! Everything is told, narrated and verbally illustrated by the protagonist 
“Vladimir lvanov”. This includes opinions, ideology and thinking too. 

The author of this book does not share the same views as the 
protagonist. Remember this is all FICTIONAL and a book! 


This book is released for free, as | want every person in the world to be able to read 
this novel. | hope that as many people read it, and that | get as many readers as 
possible. This would encourage me to make a Part 2. The more readers and 
feedback, the more work | put in. 

If you like the book and the fantasy, it is possible to make a small donation to me. 


There is no minimum, and no maximum. Feel free to donate at 


www.paypal.me/doublepenetrator 


Feel free to visit the fanpage for interaction 
with the author! 


https://www.facebook.com/Malaria-Fiddy-Juan- 
101311572459328 


Reviews from the internet and different people that have got to read the 
novel 


“The most insane novel in the whole world! Everyone should read it!” - The 
internet 


“| wasn’t ready for this novel!” - Homosapien on earth 
“What the hell did | just read?!” - Homosapien 2 on earth 


“You will get put in a psychiatric hospital 10 minutes after release!” - Some 
guy 


“This is so funny. Great book, champ!” - Lots of homosapiens 


“l hope this becomes a netflix series!! omfg” - Homosapien 3 on earth 


Chapter 1 - fucking start 














170 cm tall, bowling ball shoulders, big chest, leather jacket, and body that has been 
working out and been shaped for years! This was 28 year old Vladimir! His workout 
standards were on par with the navy seal. Running several kilometers each day and 
doing bodyweight exercises most of the day. And a fucking IQ of 350. Vladimir was a 
tough guy who was fucking well trained, had insanely high IQ, and also had enough 
of the system he lived in. Just imagine this beast, an unsafe guy walking around in 
your neighborhood. A lone wolf of 350 IQ trained to survive whatever was thrown at 
him. 











Vladimir was a Russian born kid, who was a political refugee and had fled to 
Switzerland in the early 90’s. He had a Russian mother and a Bosnian father. When 
Vladimir came to Switzerland, applied for Swiss visa, and then citizenship, and got it 
approved, he also kept his Russian citizenship. There was no law denying him to 
have 2 different citizenships at that time. He is now one of few Russians in 
Switzerland with 2 different citizenships. As Vladimir grew up in Switzerland with his 
parents, he embraced the Swiss schools with their solid education systems and 
became a savvy guy. He fucking learned everything that was to learn. Since Vladimir 
was a Savvy guy, he signed up for 2 different college degree courses at once, and 
moved out from his parents home when starting to attend the University of Zurich! It 
was programming and mechanical engineering that he signed up for, and attended. 
Unfortunately he dropped out since it was too boring for him and didn’t challenge him 
enough!!! All the challenges and assignments during his university time were too 
easy for him, and he didn’t find any value in holding degrees in those fields, since 


according to him it was a fucking waste of time.Instead of blessing some employers 
with his skills and Knowledge within programming or engineering in advanced jobs, 
Vladimir started to work at a bakery! 


4 years later after dropping out of university and starting to work at a bakery, Vladimir 
was still working at the bakery! The job only required 80 of his 350 IQ, and his mind 
was peaceful because of that. The dangerous part was that since his brain didn’t get 
utilized to the full and the IQ usage didn’t peak above 80 during his whole shift at 
work, his subconscious always felt a hidden need to solve demanding puzzles in this 
world. You see, Vladimir didn’t solve normal puzzles like crosswords or developing 
productive and helpful apps for the world, he made plans on how to kill people the 
most funny way, what would be the best way to hold someone hostage for the 
longest time, or just random activities that didn’t make any sense. Why? Vladimir 
was fucking bored with life since he was a superhuman. He had a high IQ, worked at 
a bakery where he had co-workers who had an IQ of 60 (mildly to moderately 
retarded), which lead that he felt intellectual stagnation in his life and that he needed 
to do something drastic. 


Working at a bakery with team retard, and suffering of high lQ, Vladimir one day 
came to the point where he had got enough. During his work period of 4 years, 
Vladimir had managed to save up a nice sum of money. He also had built up his 
credit value at the bank because of his savings, in addition to having paid all bills on 
time without any negative remarks. Having no negative remarks, saved up money 
and a nice credit value, Vladimir could take out a bigger consumer loan since he had 
stable income. But remember, Vladimir was not your usual suspect and brain. 
Vladimir planned and wanted to go out on some adrenaline adventures, because he 
was bored of everything, and nothing challenged him mentally nor physically. He felt 
that maybe the biggest desire and one-man challenge would be to go out and try to 
do as much damage as possible to the society, and evade the police for as long as 
possible and live on the run for some time. His plan on doing his big adventure 
involved moving money to the right places, having every step planned out properly, 
bulletproof, and having the perfect timing on everything. It also involved having all 
custom equipment tested out beforehand and ready for deployment. Since Vladimir 
was a programming and mechanical engineer genius, his adventure included custom 
fucking made killer drones, smart-weapons and other sci-fi weapon gear that he 
brought to reality. 


Vladimir wanted his needs and self fulfillment covered by his crazy master plan 
adventure. He wanted to test his body to the limit, to see how the endurance was 
both physically and mentally. Also mental quickness and sharpness as solving 
puzzles and challenges when getting tired, to physical endurance in how long he 
could stay awake during all of his actions. His plan was both well planned and 
finished, but also not finished. His plan both had and didn’t have an ending. 
Vladimirs plan could go on for weeks, months, and in the best case to infinity. He just 


wanted to quit his boring job, unleash his IQ, potential and blast all the money he’s 
got. In addition to some extra money which he is going to receive. 


So here it fucking goes. Step fucking 1, collecting the cash. If you want to do 
something in life, you need to have money. Money is freedom. It’s not a stupid quote 
or saying, it’s the truth. The more money you have, the more you can choose what 
you want in life, and how you want it. If you have unlimited money, you have 
unlimited freedom. When you have freedom, you don’t need to give your time to 
someone else, also known as work or being a slave. The more money you have, the 
more you can choose where to travel or go on vacation to. Or what you want to eat 
or drink on your vacation and so on. If you have 10 000 dollars that you can use on 
your vacation of lets say 7 days, you can choose if you want to eat fancy steaks and 
hamburgers which cost 100 euro a piece, or if you want to eat peasant style and buy 
a cup of noodles at some street kitchen which contains aids. If you have 100 dollars 
to spend on a7 day vacation, you’re not going on a vacation at all. Best vacation 
you'll get is smoke yourself high for 50 dollars at home and then eat for the other 50 
dollars rest of the week. You see the picture. More money, more freedom. You can 
pick if you want to drive a Zagani or a Dorsche, or a Phord KA. You can choose more 
and have more options. All this was in the brain of Vladimir, and he thinks everything 
through in a perfect way. Vladimir knew that when going out on a trip, he needed to 
have as much money as possible with him. When he stops working, his income will 
stop, and there will be a total stop in future money generation too. For maximum 
money at the start, Vladimir will take out all of his savings, and take out the biggest 
consumer loan possible. There is not much Vladimir can do with his own money, 
except taking it out in cash so his trail and his steps become invisible when and if the 
police are going to investigate anything. The second thing, he’s going to take out the 
biggest consumer loan possible.. and guess what, never to fucking pay it back, and 
fucking get away with it. 


Step fucking 2. Delete yourself. Fake yourself. Everything needs to be sold, no trace, 
no nothing, nothing left behind. When going out on a Big Bang, there is no need to 
leave your computer, tv, or anything behind. Mortgage or monthly landlord payment, 
forget it. Sell everything, bail the fuck out, and when the landlord comes to your door 
all pissed and angry and wants to kick you out, you’re already long gone, and he has 
nothing to take from you, or anything to throw out! You already sold every item you 
own, remember!? The landlord will in this way get fucked and lose possible revenue. 
And you will have zero consequences. Also, since Vladimir had his Russian 
citizenship, he had a Russian passport and Russian ID card. He changed his name 
in Switzerland to Luca Meier, while keeping his Russian name Vladimir Ivanov, in 
Russia. 


Step 3. Make yourself portable. When going out on a crazy trip, mission, adventure, 
or whatever you want to call it, you need to be portable. Everything you need to 
execute, plan, change, anything... you need to be able to do it on the go. Make 


yourself as powerful as possible, in a portable way. Have a powerful laptop, a 
powerful phone that can execute tasks fast. Jammers for phones, radio and internet 
signals, edge, 3G, 4G, LTE, 5G, everything. Pistol for killing in self defence, poison, 
chemicals, knives. Vladimir was crunching numbers, scenarios, analyzing needs and 
everything he had to take with him! 


Step 4. Goal to infinity and beyond! Vladimir had to make his plan and mission as 
specific, productive and effective as possible. Without this, he would lose time when 
traveling around and hiding. No plan and goal would lead to time loss and be more 
prone to getting caught. 


RUN! 

MENTAL RAGE! 
PISSED OFF! 
GUNS! 
KILLING! 
POISON! 
DEATH! 
TORTURE! 
BLOOD!!! 


It's just the start! 


Chapter 2 - He who doesn’t take risks, doesn’t fucking drink 
champagne! 


4 years in, what a fucking job, a monkeys job! Vladimir was doing his normal 
morning routine. Get up at 5AM, wash his face, brush teeth, apply deo, fix hair, 
cream on the face so it's got moisture and doesn’t dry out, and on with jogging 
clothes. 5:15, out the door and start the 10 kilometer morning run, which he does in 
30 minutes. 5:45, back and the apartment, shower, breakfast, which is a protein 
yoghurt with oatmeal and fruit. Check news and updates in the world and then head 
to work. Vladimirs blood was fucking boiling, veins were pumped up as fuck, and all 
muscles were tense and flexing. Vladimir had fucking enough of his job! And the 
fucking world! He hadn’t got proper adrenalin pump for several years, no excitement 
in life, he was so bored and he wanted to go out on a rampage. He almost ripped his 
steering wheel off from rage while driving to work! He was PISSED!! Arriving at work, 
he took of his fucking leather jacket, and as always struggled to take it off because of 
his muscles were outlined in the leather jacket. Working with 3 other colleagues at 
the small bakery, this particullar day he was thinking about locking them inside the 
freezer and beating the fuck out of them for fun, untill they would turn all blue from 
the freezing temperature! Viadimirs brain and head was mental and he was fucking 
tripping, but nothing happened. When finished at work, Vladimir ate his homemade 
protein bars as a snack so it would keep him full before hitting the gym, which he 
was doing 7 days a week. After finishing the protein bar, the gym, and driving home, 
Vladimir fucking decided that enough was fucking enough. He wanted to experience 
adrenalin! Exploring! SOMETHING NEW in life! Living on the edge! Being known! 
Being both loved and feared! Vladimir was mentally done with the bakery and his 
normal life! Get the fuck outta here! 


After coming home from the gym, Vlad took a quick shower, a brotein shake and 
made dinner. When eating dinner, his mind was on fire! He pumped himself up with 
an extra strong coffee! Fuck 1 spoon or 2 spoons! He poured his cup 30% full of 
coffee, and 70% water. It was like drinking chemicals, the coffee was so fucking 
strong that it went from smelling, to stinking! He was sitting there by his table with a 
resting pulse of 160, thinking of his future. He decided to go all out, out on a trip 
which didn’t have an end destination, but had fixed routes and checkpoints. He 
declared that his trip was going to be as bizarre as possible, with no logic and sense, 
since that was his humor! The stupider, the funnier! He also decided that he was at 
least going to kill 1 human, just to see how it feels killing a person, and how it feels 
after killing it! He had a mental drive to kill, to become a fucking predator! A killing 
machine! ADRENALIN! ADRENALIN was PUMPING through his blood just when 
thinking about this, thinking about being on the run! Escaping, playing with the 
police, newspapers, causing as much as fuck up as possible, because it was 
FUNNY!!! Vladimir felt freedom! And a chilling breeze went through his body when 
thinking about this, his nerves calmed down.. but his mind didn't! 

After his dinner, mental trip with rage, adrenalin, fantasies, Vladimir sat down on his 
computer to relax and start planning his infinite vacation that he was gonna have! 


A computer inside a computer! Surfing and doing research! Vladimir was an IT 
genius, even though he never finished his programming degree at the university. He 
ran a software on his computer, which created a virtual computer inside of his own 
computer again, with totally fake information being displayed on the virtual computer, 
which then again was on a VPN proxy connection! 

Vladimir knew how to fucking hide on the internet. You see, Vladimir knew he had to 
be as careful as possible at the start, so he didn’t get fucked in the ass later on, on 
his quest. When visiting a webpage, that webpage doesn't only get and store your IP 
info, it stores what parts you have in your computer, motherboard, CPU, GPU, RAM, 
what OS you have, which resolution you are running on your desktop, and at which 
resolution you have your browser window open at. Vladimir had created a software 
where he could create a fake virtual computer inside of his own, which was 
displaying fake and fictional parts, had a fake fictional IP, which then again was 
connected through a VPN. He was safe! When visiting a website, it showed that a 
computer from fucking ooga booga somewhere in Asia, with an ooga booga IP, was 
visiting the website in USA, while Vladimir was in fucking Zurich, Switzerland. 
Vladimir was searching up stuff on the dark web like poison, chemicals, prepaid 
credit cards, guns and so on. Vladimir wanted to be as dangerous as possible. 


The next day, same again. Jogging in the morning, shower, breakfast, go to work, 
have fantasies on how to cause as much fuck up as possible, while being at work, hit 
the gym, home, dinner, and plan some more. Days after days after days, Vladimir 
had done his planning and preparation! Where to go, how to go there, what to do, 
what to buy, what to do when scenario A happens, when to do it, and so forth! 
Vladimir had become as prepared as he felt he could be. Shopping list was ready 


too. Plan was finalized, he felt peace, joy and warmth from the process. Fucking 
salvation! He’s not going to work like a fucking robot every day, follow the fucking 
system, scroll through retarded social media every day and watch retards, it was the 
same shit over and over. Vladimirs goal for the vacation was eternal adrenalin, 
learning, experiencing, and having it to never end! The joy of the plan and vacation 
from the system, was that it would never stop, he would be free forever! Fucking 
bored, feeling trapped in a loop of life. The loop of life that just repeated itself, for 
generations, and for billions of people. Get born, go to school, educate yourself, save 
money, buy real estate, start a family, work and die. He didn’t see any joy in it, doing 
something that he already did inside of his head 100 times. There was no joy or 
craving for working, saving money, and paying bills. Fuck that! Vladimir was ready! 
The journey of his lifetime was fucking prepared. His prize was escape from the 
system, eternal joy, eternal freedom, eternal adrenaline, no control of him by the 
government, employers, banks, companies. He as a living creature would be free 
mentally and physically, in a well controlled world. Not many people in the world 
dared to think outside of the box, and get out of the system, but Vladimir did! It was 
time to ride, motherfucker!! 











Chapter 3 - YOU WANNA FUCK WITH ME? HOKAY! 


«Hahaaa, Im gonna FUCK YOU ALL!» Vladimir shouted while sitting on his fancy, 
high tech computer. It was later into the evening after work and pumping iron at the 
gym. He was highly concentrated, tense, and a little bit mentally high because of 
using speed and PWO that day! He was ordering his needed stuff from the dark web. 
He bought a high end jammer which jams gps, gsm, edge, 3G, 4G, LTE, 5G, WIFI. 


One stationary jammer to have in his car that jammed up to 100 meters. He also 
bought hardware for a portable jammer, which he would customize and insert in his 
shoes, which then would jam all signals around him on a 40 meter radius, wherever 
he went. Nobody who was in close proximity to Vladimir, could call the police for 
help! 

He purchased a handgun, a sexy Beretta, with a good chunk of ammo! Drugs were 
also on the list. Vladimir had become a big fan of the drug speed. He used PWO on 
a regular basis, before jumping to special highly concentrated dark coffee! A cup of 
Vladimirs special highly concentrated black coffee, with huge amounts of caffeine in 
it, would keep a normal human awake for 2 days. Vladimir started to become 
immune to high caffeine amounts, and therefore started using speed. Speed could 
keep him awake and pumped from 1 day up to several days, depending on the 
dosage. This would disable him to feel fatigue and think really quick all the time. 
Adding speed to a 350 IQ brain is a dangerous thing!! It doesn’t explode, it (his brain) 
takes over the whole fucking world 10 times within a minute!! 

Next thing that he ordered was a high end radio scanner, with both low and high 
frequency, being able to hear normal radio signals, signals from the police, military, 
everything! Poison was also on the fucking list! Vladimir got an adrenaline rush just 
by thinking of using poison on people, how fun it would be, how it would make them 
suffer, how he could experiment. He bought 10 liters of Cyanide!! Just to give a 
perspective example, 1 drop of cyanide can kill a human. 2-3mg per kg body weight 
is fatal. If a person of 100kg, fat like a mountain, gets 200-300mg of cyanide in them, 
they’re toast. That's under 1 gram of cyanide, to send people «out for lunch» 
forever!! 

Vladimir had 10 liters!! SHIT!! Dark web was a sweet thing. Other than that, Vladimir 
could buy the other things he needed from normal stores, or either create them 
himself since he had a fucking IQ of 350. 


Over the next few days while waiting on receiving the goods from the dark web, 
Vladimir bought a very fast laptop, so he could stay connected to the internet at all 
times. Only the latest and strongest laptop with an ai7 processor from intel was good 
enough. Together with that he also bought drug dealer phones, the old Crockkia 
3310. He was stacking up for his adventure which would start by car! He bought 
toothpaste, hermetic food that wouldn't expire for years, which he could consume 
without heating it up or needing to add water or anything else. He bought hygiene 
stuff that would be needed when being on the run in a car, to stay sane and clean. 
He got a balaclava from an airsoft store, hunting knives, bows and arrows from his 
local hunting store, together with some military endurance boots. He was stocking up 
like a motherfucker. Vladimir felt relief, joy and happiness when buying all this, he 
was mega happy to escape his fucking job at the bakery with team retard, and do 
something new. 

Also living in Switzerland with his newly changed name, Luca Meier, he got himself a 
new passport and ID card to update his documents and have everything in order 
before the getaway. While changing name in Switzerland, he didn’t change his name 


back in Russia, and now had 2 names and 2 totally different ID’s. He also had a 
bank account in Russia too, where he was registered as a normal citizen. This was 
something that would be of great use for Vlad, | mean Luca, later on! 


Late April now, 1 week later, everything was received from the dark web, and 
everything that needed to be purchased from the local stores, was bought and 
packed. Vladimir was SO HAPPY and ready to raise fucking hell! He was 
booooooming and fuming of joy and evil plans, that he finally could let his rage and 
frustration out. He was loaded with drugs, guns, ammo, poison, chemicals, tech 
gadgets and much more! Vladimir had a CRAZY PLAN! High on emotions, a body 
from a greek god, high IQ, money on the way in, and everything was good! Vladimir 
was gonna take both himself, and other people on a fucking journey!! 


It was early in May with perfect sunny weather, everything was looking good, and 
Vladimir could start, and had planned to start his journey with nice weather, and not 
cold winter and snow. Everything was planned. Vladimir initially planned and wanted 
to start his getaway on a Friday, that when Monday came at work, he would have 2 
and a half days to disappear. Half of Friday right after work, and whole Saturday and 
Sunday. 

Vladimir had applied for a consumer loan from the bank 2 weeks earlier, where he 
was Cleared and granted a loan of 50000 euro, with a downpayment plan over 5 
years. The only thing that was left to do to get the money, was accept the terms and 
agreement from the bank, digitally sign a document, and the money would be on his 
account on the same working day. He did accept the loan and got the money right 
after. Getting 50000 euro in cash at the bank was not possible, since the banks have 
a policy of no cash at their real estate. Vladimir had thought of that, and how to get 
the money in cash, because obviously he couldn't hold the money all digital on the 
run, in case of his account being locked, or him being traced by his bank card 
activity. Vladimir had bought a Mercedes Benz S class, and sold it to a rich friend, 
who gave him 45000 euro in cash for the car. The stupid no cash-bank policy didn’t 
stop Vladimir, this was easy peasy lemon fucking squeeze. In addition to that, 
Vladimir had ordered clothes online from fucking Zalando.com for his getaway, with 
«send invoice» option on checkout with his basket, where payment deadline was 2 
weeks after Vladimir got his hands on the clothes. He never intended to fucking pay 
for them, why the fuck would he if he was on the run? Also, he had to get totally 
different clothes for his journey where he intended to be on the run. He had to quit 
wearing leather jackets, bomber jackets, jeans and normal t-shirts. He had to get 
totally different outfits, so he ended up ordering fine trousers, shirts, coats, suits, 
expensive shoes for the suits and so on. Why not when its fucking free. Vladimir 
doesn't fucking pay, and he’s FUCKING MAD!! With everything in place and ready, 
days were counted down until leaving. It was time for action. The time had come 
for... SHOWTIME!!! 


Chapter 4 - GET FUCKED 


It's the middle of the second week in May. Vladimir is packing his car. He’s finished 
with work and gym, and prepares for the final countdown. He’s walking in and out of 
the apartment packing his Raudi GAY8 full. A car with a huge trunk, Kvattro all wheel 
drive system, comfort, and a strong Diesel engine! In with the weapons, poison, 
food, tech gadgets, suitcases, food, everything! The Raudi GAY8 is a huge car, and 
fulfills all of Viadimirs needs. 

While going in and out of the apartment, his neighbor next door came home from 
work. Vladimir greets him on the way in. «Oooo zem, how are you today?», his 
neighbor named Alban replied «zem I'm all good!». His neighbor named Alban was 


from Albania, and Vladimir liked to call him Zem, since Zem is shortened for Zemer, 
which means “my dear” in Albanian. 

Alban noticed that Vladimir was loading the fucking car with bags and junk and said 
«Whats with the packing? Are you going somewhere?». Vladimir replied «Yeah it's a 
little vacation, a small road trip. Haven't had one in a good while, and now I'm off for 
2 weeks». Alban smiled and put on a very happy face, and upon opening his 
entrance door right before going into the house he shouted «well enjoy your 
vacation, you've deserved it since you’ve been working like a horse the last years». 
Vladimir shouted back «thank you zem!». The door shut and Vladimir continued 
loading the fucking car 

Car was prepped, and the next day on Thursday, Vladimir just relaxed and had a 
normal day. The last day where he would get rest before setting off on his journey! A 
couple of people came over to buy Viadimirs TV and desktop computer. The 
apartment was being emptied and the last cash was being collected. 


It was Friday morning! Vladimir woke up and didn’t jog! There was no need for his 
morning routine, because this morning was different! Vladimir had to be as rested as 
possible. It was Friday and Vladimir was on a mission!!!! 

Vladimir got changed one last time for work. He drove to work all happy, and only he 
knew that it would be his last day. Nobody knew nothing! Holy fuck! He was chilling 
at work, didn’t put any extra effort and just came up with crazy ideas during the day! 
On Fridays, the bakery where Vladimir worked, named «Wipe out Backerei» would 
only be open 7-15 during the day. They had a fixed 1shift-Friday every week, a perk 
that other bakeries didn’t have. 

While being at work, Vladimir came up with a funny idea to call his bakery manager! 
Vladimir pulled out his phone, dialed up his manager and put up a very happy voice. 
«Hello Eric, it’s Luca Meier here! Hope everything is well with you». 

Eric on the other side of the phone replied «Hey Luca! Everything good here, and 
you? How can | help you?». 

Vladimir then replied «I was actually wondering if we could have a performance 
evaluation of me today, | would like to sit down and talk about my future at your 
bakery here in Zurich, | hope this is okay?». 

Eric liked Luca a lot since he was the only not retarded, sharp tool in the bakery of all 
the employees. «No problem Luca, I’m a little bit busy now, but could we meet at the 
bakery around 17:00, | can’t make it earlier unfortunately». 

Vladimir replied «Sure no problem, that time fits me perfect». 

After that, Viadimir continued making fucking bread, playing with pizza doughs that 
were being prepared for the next day, and making other pastries towards the end of 
the shift. His colleagues, team retard, which consisted of one short fat, severely 
retarded and autist guy, and 2 fat girls who were so short and fat that their skin 
turned all red from their fat bulging out their skin. 


Backerei Wipeout 











All of the fat fucks were sweating like pigs, and barely walking. 

It was like working with proper downs syndrome people with sky high BMI. 

They were ugly as fuck! Towards the end of the shift, team retard started packing 
their stuff and disappearing from work since the day was finally over for them. 
Vladimir felt a relief, he was done at his job! But little did the others know!! 

Vladimir runs towards his car quickly and drives off to the nearest post office. He had 
2 envelopes to send! In one envelope was his Visa bank card from Cage SBC Bank, 
the envelope was addressed to Ibrahim Ibrahim, some poor fuck who he had found 
on the internet 2 months ago on gaybook. Ibrahim Ibrahim had a online-post where 
he was cyber begging and asking for money online, to transform himself from being 
a man to being a woman. In other words, Ibrahim Ibrahim was begging for money to 
change fucking genders. 

The other envelope was addressed to Kuba Zydek in Poland, and had a MasterCard 
in it. Inside the envelopes there were also letters with pin codes for the bank cards, 
and different dates from when the cards could be used. Kuba Zydek’s letter said 
«Use this card in exactly 2 weeks on whatever you want at your local stores, there is 
1000 zloty on the card, together with the pin code for the card». lbrahims letter said 
the same, he would get the postage much later deep inside Nigeria than Kuba Zydek 
in Poland, meaning he would use it at a later time, even though it said use the cards 
after 2 weeks in the letter. This was done so that when Vladimir was on the run 2 
weeks deep and even months, his credit cards would be traced at different places in 
the world at the same time, making the lousy and brainfucked investigating 
degenerate detectives lose their mind! 


After sending the 2 envelopes at the post office, Vladimir returned to his bakery 
where he was supposed to meet his manager. 

He returned at 16:00. It was 1 hour until the his manager was going to show up, and 
Vladimir had a surprise! Vladimir parked his car, in front of the bakery and took a bag 


in with him. He was alone at the bakery, waiting for his manager. He went into the 
toilet with his bag, and weird sounds started to come from the small wc. «Haatssijjj, 
ktssjjj, hoootsijjj»!!! “slapping noises*. Vladimir was changing into a scuba diving suit! 
Rubber all around him! He ran out of the wc to get several anti-bac bottles that they 
had at work. Back into the wc with them! He was fucking showering in anti-bac gel!!! 
Vladimir was smearing himself in and showering in anti-bac gel, and it was dripping 
around all over the place!!! Suddenly the «staff only» entrance door opened up! Eric 
came earlier than expected! While coming in, he shouted «Hello Luca, I’ve arrived!». 
Vladimir didn’t want to have none of that! As soon as the entrance door shut, 
Vladimir jumped out of the toilet! The only thing his manager Eric was seeing was a 
weird fuck in a scuba diving suit standing there in the middle of the hall, dripping 
anti-bac gel all over the place! Eric shouted « what the fuck? Luca? Is that you?». 
Vladimir fucking ran towards him and screamed «SHUUUUUT UPPPP! FUUUCK 
YOUUU! I'VE HAD ENOUGH!!!», he attacked Eric with a fucking body slam! It was 
all WWE Wrestling inside the bakery. Eric got quickly up, but Vladimir kicked him in 
his dick!! Eric started to whine from pain! Vladimir screamed «SHUUUT UPPP!!! PLL 
FUCK YOU UPI!!!». Another kick came! He started kicking his manager in the dick! 
Like it was fucking button mashing and spamming on Tekken. One kick to the dick! A 
second kick to the dick! 5 more kicks to the dick!! Eric was laying down and crying 
from pain! And Vladimir continued kicking him even more in his fucking scuba diving 
suit!!! Eric was on the way to passing out, with almost no dick and balls left from the 
kicking, and Vladimir stopped him. He was shaking the fuck out of him.«WAIT!! 
DONT YOU PASS OUT, YOU FUCK!! STAY AWAKE IF YOU KNOW WHATS GOOD 
FOR YOU!». Eric stayed awake, but it was a trap! Vladimir ran through the hallway 
to their pizza dough storage room, where they stored pizza doughs! He came back 
with a large pizza dough, put it to the side, and started to beat Eric in the face! But 
he wasn’t beating him like normal boxers or fighters do with the fist and knuckles 
hitting his face! Vladimir was beating him in the face like he was playing drums with 
drum sticks. He was using his fists as hammers, and he was just hammering Erics 
face!! «Take that! You gay manager, fuck your bakery, and fuck your life!» Vladimir 
shouted. While Eric was on the way to become unconscious, Vladimir stretched the 
pizza dough and wrapped it around Erics head!! Then he took off Erics belt and 
ripped it out of the his trousers, and tightened the pizza dough around Erics head. 
Eric had his head wrapped in with several kilograms of dough and couldn’t breathe! 
His head was just one huge dough ball! It was super funny for Vladimir! Then 
Vladimir dragged Eric to the kitchen in the bakery, added tomato sauce on Erics 
head(dough), some oregano, pepperoni and cheese. It was all a mess really! Then 
Vladimir inserted Erics head into the pizza oven, and fried his head for 5 minutes! 
When Erics head cooled off, now obviously dead, Vladimir found some glue in the 
bakery, and glued his hands to his head. Each palm over the ear, so when the 
workers which was team retard, came to work tomorrow, they would find their 
manager with his fried dough head in the middle of the bakery, looking like he’s 
holding his head with the glued palms. Like the person in the «scream»-painting by 
Edward Munch. After having fried the fuck out of his manager, he went back to the 


toilet, flushed his Zai Phone into the sewer system, changed to his normal clothes 
and went out to his car. 

The reason Vladimir had a scuba suit on, showered in anti-bac, was to keep his DNA 
prints away from his manager Eric when the police would start to investigate the 
crime scene. Vladimirs DNA was only to be found in the bakery, since he works 
there, but no DNA on Eric would never get him convicted in court. He could never be 
convicted for the murder! Vladimir didn’t understand why robbers and other criminals 
didn’t use this method when doing something illegal, to conceal their DNA, and 
minimize leaving DNA traces at scenes. 

After killing his manager, Vladimir was on his way to Germany. The car had a full 
tank, Lady Gaga started to play in the car, and off Vladimir left the scene. Vladimir 
was a big Lady Gaga fan and liked her music a lot! Nobody noticed or heard 
anything outside the bakery, as Eric got fucked up, and ended up with a fried pizza 
around his head. Vladimir felt joy, happiness and adrenaline go through his body. He 
was happy! “This was fucking fun! Finally some good kicking into the dick!” he 
thought. He loved the feeling of dominance and superiority during the fight scene. He 
felt freedom and power as he was driving away, and his journey began, with 
everything according to his master plan. 

He fled from Zurich over the Swiss border passing through E41 on Thayngen, where 
he headed towards Stuttgart after the border crossing. No alarms were set off, the 
bakery was closed, and Vladimirs Raudi Gay8 didn’t raise any suspicion at the 
border, so the crossing was no problem. He arrived right after 19:00 in 
Zuffenhausen, Stuttgart, where he checked in to a small Bed and Breakfast and paid 
for 2 nights in cash. After checking in, he unpacked his backpack that he took inside 
with him to the room. Laptop, Crockkia 3310, toiletry bag, collagen pills for his skin 
and a box with speed. After unpacking in the room he quickly rushed outside, took a 
taxi quickly into Stuttgart center where he arrived at a hair saloon 30 minutes before 
it closed. He got in, got a new haircut, and asked politely if they had time to dye his 
hair and eyebrows. The hairdresser didn’t mind going the extra mile for good 
customer service, and dyed Vladimirs hair grey. He was no longer brown haired! 
Vladimir wanted to give extra tips when paying, but had to hold back, due to that he 
had quit his job and could become a suspect and a wanted man if the police in 
Zurich could link him for the killing of his manager. Vladimir now had a new look with 
a new fancy haircut and grey hair eyebrows, he was totally different and not to 
recognize at first glance. 


Right after paying, he headed out to eat and grabbed a quick burger at a local 
restaurant in Zuffennausen. Being a burger enthusiast he was very sensitive to the 
taste of hamburgers. This didn’t work out well for the restaurant. Vladimir took a bite, 
and it just tasted oil, chemicals and didn’t have any taste. Working his way through 
the fucking hamburger he got so mad that his blood was boiling. Had he been in 
Zurich, he wouldn't bat an eye, but now it was time for payback for making a 
hamburger with the taste of toxic cancer! Vladimir took the final bite of the burger, 
swallowed the toxic cancer and headed straight into the toilet at the restaurant! He 


unzipped his pants, shoved his dick into the paper dispenser where people grab for 
paper when wiping their hands after washing them! It was a little bit high in the air, so 
he had to improvise and step on the sink to shove his dick into the paper dispenser! 
He shoved it in and started to pee!!! He pissed inside the whole fucking paper 
dispenser and all the paper that was inside got pissed on. Vladimir fucking pissed 
down the whole thing inside and it was dripping piss down on the floor from the 
paper as it was soaked up with piss! Vladimir laughed! Thinking and imagining 
peoples face and reaction when they would clean their hands with the paper full of 
piss!! «HAHAHAAA» Vladimir laughed out loud. After pissing down the lot, he went 
out of the WC which actually was the only one at the restaurant and continued 
roaming around town. While exploring the city later in the evening, he was looking for 
junkies and drug addicts in the streets. About half an hour after eating and walking 
around, he found a drug addict that he wanted to use and abuse. 

He approached the drug addict who was reeking of shit and a horrible smell! «Good 
evening, could you help me solve a problem? I'll pay you for it». The fucked up drug 
addict stinked and replied «what do you want?», and Vladimir replied to him «Go into 
that electro store over there across the street, buy me a German prepaid SIM card 
and fill it up with 10 euros credit». Vladimir grabbed his wallet and gave the drug 
addict the money for the SIM card, and 30 euro extra. The drug addict went to the 
store, presented his ID, bought the SIM card and returned back to Vladimir with his 
new German phone number. 

Vladimir then went to a cafe which was open, ordered coffee, sat down, put his new 
SIM card into his Crockkia 3310, activated it and was enjoying his peaceful moment 
at the restaurant. No stress, no job, no worries, just a free man with lots of cash in 
his car together with other crazy stuff, enjoying his evening. After the cafe, Vladimir 
was having a long walk back to his B&B in Zuffenhausen. On the way to his B&B, 
Vladimir passed a workshop where cars were repaired, and it looked like an Raudi 
dealer too, since a lot of Raudis were in the parking lot, waiting to be repaired and 
fixed. Viladimirs high IQ kicked in, he wanted and needed German number plates for 
his car! Vladimir sneaked into the parking lot and crouched between cars, it was dark 
outside, nobody could see him, and this wasn't in the city center either, so no lights 
from the streets either. Vladimir ripped number plates off an identical Raudi A8 as he 
had, perfect!! This way if the police were driving behind him, or somebody were 
reporting something about his car and providing the number plate number, it would 
match the car in the German database and it wouldn’t trigger any alarm. 

Vladimir put the number plates under his jacket and continued back to his B&B as a 
new day was awaiting him tomorrow! 


Chapter 5 - SUCK DICK! TOTAL WIPEOUT! 


Vladimirs first normal day in Zuffenhausen Stuttgart! It was morning, the sky was 
clear of clouds, 10 degrees celsius outside at 06:30. Vladimir is slowly waking up! He 
forecasted himself a day of sightseeing today together with some fun and action. 
This he also planned weeks ago at home before starting this cray trip! Vladimir was 
an early bird! Normal tourists would wake up a little bit later and go sightseeing and 
wandering around town, but Vladimir wasn’t a fucking tourist, he was a man ona 
mission! His day would start at 10:00, but he had lots of preparation to do! He 
opened up a bag that he had brought from the car last night on the way back from 
the city, and that bag contained the tools for today! Vladimir goes to brush his teeth, 
wash his face and slowly wake up 100%. As he did this, the time and minutes were 
ticking in Zurich where Eric was going to be found dead at the bakery with a pizza 
around his head. After washing his face and returning to the desk with the bag, 
Vladimir smiled and was a little bit nervous as this day would turn out to be crazy. He 
also got dressed in his new clothes that he ordered but never paid for. Nice fine 
black trousers and a white Eton shirt was put on, and a nice brown cashmere coat 
was prepared for later when it was time to go out. After getting dressed, he stuck his 
hand in the bag and took out some small tech hardware which was Arduino boards, 
his laptop, soldering equipment and other IT stuff. At the same time, team retard 
was entering Wipeout Backerei over in Zurich! In they come, breathing heavily and 
already sweating 1 minute after entering work, making pig noises while breathing 
and already being red in their chin, they find Eric! He lies there like a retard with his 
hands glued to his pizza head and belt tied around the neck. The retards panicked a 
little bit, one of the retarded fat girls with savage high BMI wanted to fuck Eric. She 
was so fat and ugly that she never ever had fucked in her life, but wanted to fuck this 
dead motherfucker with a pizza on his head. The other fat girl bursted out «well his 
dick is soft now», and the first retarded fat fuck remembered that there was nothing 
to fuck then. They called the police, and the Wipeout Backerei was closed the rest of 
the day. 

During all this happening, it was nearly 9:00. Vladimir had assembled and created a 
wireless phone jammer that he inserted in the soles of his shoes, with a soldered 
extension cable that was going out of the shoe, up against his leg and waist. Having 
a button right behind the belt on his pants. With this jammer and the push of a 
button, Vladimir could jam every phone and computer device within 40 meters 


around him! No phone connection and no internet on any device! This was a toy that 
he was going to use during the day. 

With him he also had a small water pistol/squirt gun that was the size of his palm, 
which was filled with cyanide. This small squirt gun had a homemade container 
inside of it so it didn’t leak cyanide. Like mentioned earlier, 2-3mg of cyanide per 
body kilogram would wipe out a person within seconds to few minutes. And having 
500ml/50g of cyanid inside the small water pistol, he had enough cyanid to wipe out 
250-300 people! 


Out Vladimir went from his B&B hotel and walked his way up to the Dorsche 
Museum, which was very near. He felt good, looked good and real classy with the 
new clothes! A style that he usually didn’t get to wear, because he lived a 
work-gym-sleep-repeat life! Vladimir was a big Dorsche fan. After having the 
opportunity to test every Dorsche model during a Dorsche Road Show event some 
years earlier. Before that, he was a big Zamborghini fan and liked Zerraris too, but 
the Dorsche was the most complete and perfect sports car for him. 

As Vladimir was arriving in front of the museum, he saw the Dorsche statue in front 
of the museum, which was Dorsche cars driving towards the sky, a pretty impressive 
picture. He continued into the entrance... and entered! He was inside the Dorsche 
museum for the first time! Vladimir lvanov was happy! He approached the counter in 
the entrance lobby and bought a ticket. «Hello, I'd like 1 ticket for an adult please» 
he said in a polite and mysterious voice to the lady as he got the tickets. She smiled 
and gave Vladimir his ticket(!), knowing little that he was an unstable fucked up 350 
IQ psycho walking around, a deadly weapon, a predator! He took the escalators up 
to the first floor and started his tour. Great racing history and mega beautiful cars! 
Vladimir was very happy, and he walked around and looked at all the cars! 1 hour 
and 15 minutes later he was going down to the ground floor again. Suddenly when 
taking the last escalator, his stomach started to hurt! He had to fucking shit, and it 
was gonna be a crazy diarrhea. Vladimir rushed down to the toilet on the ground 
floor, some 15 meters from the entrance lobby, down a small hallway. Vladimir 
rushed into the Handicap WC! He liked Handicap WC’s the most because of the big 
space they have. But HEY! Vladimir was on vacation and was fucking free, he could 
finally shit the way he wanted to shit! So instead of shitting in the toilet, Vladimir 
pulled down his pants and mounted his ass on the sink! 

He let it rip!!! Brown fucking soup came out of his ass, together with a huge shit, and 
then diarrhea!! Vladimir had shit the sink all the way full at the toilet in the Porsche 
Museun! It was all brown and disgusting!! He shit down the whole fucking sink in the 
toilet!! 





But that was not enough! Since this was the Handicap WC, Vladimir thought that he 
had to amp the shitting effect up when someone came in. The handicap toilet was 
used much less, and not visited as frequently as a normal toilet, so when someone 
entered it, the BOOM effect had to make up for it! So that when someone discovered 
the shitting in the handicap toilet, that they would call up the staff! Viadimir took 
several pieces of toilet paper and formed somewhat of a towel of it, and then picked 
up some of the shit and diarrhea! He threw shit around at the walls in the toilet room! 
He smeared it really well over all of the walls, the walls were covered and smeared in 
with nasty heavy shit! The brown soup that came out of his as first was just 
splattered over the sink, the whole thing was brown, and it was dripping down the 
drain and clogging it! The whole toilet was fucking stinkiiling!!! Dude!! Vladimir was 
playing around like a child! Everything was covered in shit, and he let the one big 
shit/dump stay in the sink. The shit was so huge that it looked like a big brown bread! 
Also, he had pissed on the floor while shitting.. the floor was full of piss! Vladimir 
wiped his ass at the end, and threw the brown paper on the middle of the floor! It 
was all mega gross! And then he took the rest of the clean toilet paper and dipped it 
in shit! 15 minutes later, the shit party was over. Vladimir got dressed again, was 
looking sharp and left the shat down handicap WC! «Finally some freedom!» 
Vladimir said to himself while escaping the hallway where the WC was, as he 
continued through the entrance of the museum and left. 

Vladimir sees a taxi and jumps right into it! «I’d like to go to the Bersedes museum» 
Vladimir said to the taxi driver. «No problem, it will take 10-20 minutes depending on 
the traffic» replied the taxi driver, and off they went. During the drive Vladimir was 
looking around at the city, the people, and feeling somewhat weird. It was Saturday, 
he killed a man last night at work, fled to another country, shat down a toilet at the 

Dorsche museum and it was only his 2nd day on vacation. Thats what was bothering 

him! It was only the second day, and he had so many plans of evil and fucked up shit 


in advance! It's going to blow people's minds up! He was a little bit concerned about 
the cyanide he had with him, and the mobile jammer in his shoes, how he was going 
to use it, but excited at the same time. He got a boner from the gadget and the 
poison on him! This was going to be his last day in Stuttgart before he continues his 
trip. 


Vladimir walked out of the taxi, he arrived at the Bersedes museum, but it was a trap! 
He never went inside the museum!! Instead, Vladimir walked a little bit around in the 
city center to have a look at the city. After 15 minutes of walking he stumbled upon a 
small mini park in the city where kids played with their families. There was even a 
small fountain in the middle of the small park where some kids touched the water 
and even swam inside the fountain. Vladimir then came up with a small evil plan, 
where he finally could use his fucking cyanide! He sat down at a bench to act like he 
was enjoying the day and just chilling there, but it was to not to be very suspicious of 
his plan. After 10 minutes of sitting Vladimir stood up and walked up to the fountain 
with the kids playing in it and pulled out his small water gun full of cyanide! He raised 
it towards one of the kids and said «Here, take the water gun, it's full of water now 
and play with your friend! Squirt him with the water, it’s going to be very fun!». The 
small kid took the cyanide filled gun, aimed it at his friend and started squirting! He 
missed the first shots as Vladimir walked away as he was a little bit concerned about 
his own safety. *Zap zap zap* the kid squirted again and hit his friend with the 
cyanide! The kids laughed and it was a lot of fun for them! 30 seconds passed and 
Vladimir was gone from the park! Suddenly the kid hit by the cyanide started to 
cough! cough cough he fucking went with the cyanide. The kid with the water gun 
stopped squirting cyanide at his friend while he was coughing and just stood there 
and waited. Then after coughing for 10 seconds his parents started to look at him 
and go towards the fountain. Little did they all know that there was no water filter in 
the fountain, so all the missed squirts with the cyanid would come out in the fountain 
again! And the load inside the gun was enough cyanide to kill 300 people! Soon the 
other kid would be dead as well if he didn’t jump out of the fountain, but he just stood 
there. The father of the coughing kid rushed to the fountain to check up on his dying 
kid as he was coughing heavily and almost running out of breath! The other kid with 
the water gun then continued to squirt the cyanide around while waiting for his friend 
to get better, but he was just almost emptying the whole gun into the fountain!! And 
as he was almost at the end with the cyanide and it was quickly mixing up in the 
fountain, he took the water gun and shoved it up his throat acting like he was going 
to shoot himself with a real gun, and zapped 3-4-5 squirts into his mouth!! 15 
seconds went by and he just fell down under the water in the fountain!! It was chaos 
now!! The coughing kid passed out and the other just fell under the water!! Then the 
parents of the kid who squirted the cyanide rushed to the fountain, both the father 
and the mother! They jumped into the fountain to pick him up while he was under 
water!! Now 3 parents were inside of the fountain picking up their kids and shaking 
them, they didn’t understand anything! Both of the kids passed out and became 
heavily unconscious! No reaction or sign of life from them! While the parents stood in 


the fountain for several minutes, the cyanide had already squirted out of the fountain 
again several times!! The whole fountain was mixed in cyanide! Suddenly, the 
parents started to cough!! After 10 seconds of coughing all of the 3 parents fell over 
and under the water of the fountain, with their kids! Now 2 kids and 3 parents were 
lying in the fountain under water, poisoned and drowning! Soon to be dead! Then 
more people rushed to the fountain from the park! 5-6 people rushed to the fountain 
to pick everybody up from the water! They took the children out and called the 
ambulance! When the children got taken out, a lot of people jumped into the now 
cyanide-fountain to pick up the other heavy adults! And after 2 minutes inside the 
fountain, the new 5-6 people passed out from the poison! Now 9 people were laying 
both inside and outside of the fountain either drowned or poisoned, or both! More 
people rushed to the fountain now! The whole park gathered around as people were 
falling down like flies! 15 people jumped into the fountain at once as it was a massive 
fucking panic in the park!! All of 15 of them now got poisoned and were to be dead 
within minutes!! They were all wet from the cyanide! While the paramedics came, 
there were 40+ people that were poisoned. Some lying dead in the water, some 
outside of the water, it was a total disaster! And then one of the paramedics jumped 
into the water to rescue some of the people laying under water, while the other one 
was helping and touching the other outside the fountain! Little did they know, they 
would all get poisoned!! Police arrived!! It was a fucking disaster in the middle of 
Stuttgart!! People were fucking piling up dead in the fountain, and nobody had found 
out yet about the poison! Nobody understood anything! People were just dying and 
repoisoning others who touched them! Nobody knew that the water was poisoned, 
and nobody either knew what cyanide was, but the poison was strong with this one! 
People just kept dying and it was chaos, and Vladimir was long gone!! He was 
fucking gone man! His Swiss language made him fit in, he looked good with his new 
clothes, like a real young gentleman! 


As people were dying at the fountain, ambulances and police were on the scene, 
Vladimir walked around the city like nothing happened. He was happy and felt well 
from the killing and poisoning people. Finally he could let out rage from himself, 
finally he felt he made an impact in society and he could take revenge. Finally the 
world could see how dangerous he was, and would soon find out about his 350 IQ in 
the next few days and weeks, that he could outsmart everyone, everything and 
anything! Vladimir walked into a sushi restaurant to get some food. He sat down at 
his table and had a quick look at the menu before he ordered 15 pieces of tempura 
maki rolls with salmon and scampi. 

While he was eating his dinner, he pulled up a small note from his pocket. While he 
was preparing his gadgets the same morning, Vladimir was also surfing on his high 
end fast ass laptop where he was secure and anonymous on the web. He had found 
a phone number from a psychiatrist lady who he found on the web, which was living 
in Stuttgart. She was also really hot and fit, as she was a Personal Trainer at a local 
gym, and being a psychiatrist was her hobby profession for extra income. 


Vladimir pulled the note from his pocket up, together with his Crockkia 3310 with his 
German phone number that the drug addict from the night before had bought for him. 
He dialed her number and started to call! 

«Hello, have | come to psychiatrist Adolfine Schneider?» Vladimir said carefully. 
«Yes this is Adolfine», Adolfine answered on the other end with a neutral voice. 
Vladimir continued, «This is Luca Meier calling, I'm very sorry to interrupt on a 
Saturday». 

Adolfine quickly replied and eased off with her neutral voice, thinking that this was a 
sorry ass client who needed help «Hehe it's no problem, how can | help?» 

Vladimir felt a little bit better calling her, «| read that you’re a good psychiatrist online 
and | like your resume. | was wondering if you by any chance could have free time 
for me today for a very quick consultation? Nothing big, | just want to talk a little bit» 
Adolfine was in a good mood, and had some spare time tonight. She quickly thought 
she’d have a quick consultation talk with him in the evening before going to the city 
herself with some friends to party. She replied «Actually | have time tonight if it suits 
you. How about 19:30 at my office? | will send you the address on sms?» 

Vladimir got happy and replied «that fits perfectly, thank you, I'll meet you tonight. 
Thanks again for giving me time on such a short notice!». 

«No problem» Replied Adolfine and hung up, and texted him the address for the 
meeting point. 

Vladimir was full of thoughts, on how to execute the meeting tonight, and was still full 
of happiness and joy since this was only the very start of his vacation. He was 
thinking hard while eating! When he finished his meal, he took a pill of Speed to get 
energized and full of power. The type of speed that he used was Attentin which gave 
him both mental and physical benefits. His brain worked quicker, quick as lightning! 
He was in a better mood and at the same time felt mega strong. Physically he 
benefited with not feeling any fatigue in his muscles, and actually having extra 
strength. He felt like a superhuman with speed! It was 16:30 as he finished his meal, 
and on the way out of the restaurant, Vladimir could hear people at the restaurant 
start talking about the chaos at the park with all the dead people, it was all over their 
fucking feed on the phone. Vladimir was rocking his fucking Crockkia 3310 so he 
didn’t get any news feeds or anything, it didn’t bother him! But he became cautious 
as it spread very fast and people around him already heard of it. 

Vladimir then took a taxi back to his B&B place in fucking Zuffenhausen, where he 
first went to his car and pulled out the stolen license plates from last night. He 
switched them with his own on the car, and the car went from having Swiss number 
plates to German. After that he went up to his room in the B&B, prepared for the 
meeting with Adolfine tonight and packed his bags in case he had to rush away. 


Vladimir was prepped for tonight, he was looking sharp, his things were packed, and 
he felt freedom. He was on vacation and enjoying himself! 

Vladimir went out and grabbed the first taxi he saw, and off he went to the place 
where he and Adolfine were going to meet. 

Meanwhile, Adolfine had put in one last gym session for tonight, and was running 
late. She didn't manage to go home before Vliadimirs consultation session and take a 
shower or get dressed appropriately for her client. It was 19:35, 5 minutes late and 
no sign of Adolfine. Vladimir was waiting outside of the building that he got an 
address for. Suddenly a lady comes by jogging and stops right in front of the 
building. She asks Vladimir “Hello, are you Luca Meier?” while still running out of 
breath a little bit from her jogging towards the place. “Yes | am Luca! Are you 
Adolfine?”. “Yes that's me, sorry for being late, | just finished at the gym and didn't 
make it in time” replied Adolfine. She was dressed in a thin girly t shirt, sports bra 
that was peaking a little bit around her neck, Asics jogging shoes and nice tight tights 
form 2xu! Her legs and calves were bulging out, and her ass was huge and tight, it 
looked like 2 basketballs being held together by the tights from behind. She was 
really fit and mega hot! Her skin was nice and tight too! Viadimirs dick was almost 
jizzing by itself!! It was perfect!! This was Vladimirs dream coming true! He loved fit 
girls in tights with a huge ass and nice muscular legs! His dick and balls were tickling 
from the horniness and he was on the verge to get a boner! 

They entered the building and took the elevator up together to the 4th floor in the 
building. While on the way into the elevator, Vladimir pushed the button from the 
jammer he had on him and in his shoes. All phone signals, internet and everything 
would be jammed while he was there, and 40 meter radius around him. Nobody 
could call the police, ambulance, be on the internet or anything! 

“So how are you today? What brings you to me?” Adolfine replied while being in the 
elevator. Vladimir looked nice and well trained as usual, and didnt look like a fucking 
wreck, so it didnt scare Adolfine off standing together with him in the elevator. 
Vladimir replied “Well, | just want to talk. Nothing special, | just have some thoughts 
that are running through my mind, and thought it would be good and help me to get 
some rhetorical reflection on them. | want to clear my mind”. Adolfine replied “Well 
there is a reason for everything and every thought. | hope | can help you today”. The 
elevator plinged and the doors opened! They walked towards a small apartment that 
was Adolfines office. It was a smaller apartment with a living room as a waiting lobby, 
and 1 small room that was a therapy room. She showed Vladimir inside in the 
apartment and pointed towards the small therapy room where they would be sitting. 
Vladimir was mega horny looking at her ass and legs! There were chairs on both 
sides of a small table and Vladimir walked in first, and Adolfine around him from 
behind. Vladimir was still standing on his side and said “let me introduce myself a 
proper way now, Im Luca Meier, nice to meet you!”. Vladimir took his arm out to 
handshake with Adolfine. She took her arm out too and handshaked while saying 
“Nice to meet you L...” ZAP ZAP ZAP!!! Vladimir pulled her towards him while 
handshaking with one arm, while taking out an electrical taser with the other hand 
from under his coat, and tased her!! ZAP ZAP ZAP!!!! MORE ZAP!! She was lying on 


the ground in shock and pain from the taser and didn't move! She was all alone in 
her small apartment, defenseless against this 350 IQ predator that was on speed!! 
ZAP ZAP ZAP ON THE FLOOR!! Vladimir tased her so much with the electrical taser 
that she passed out!! He quickly pulled his pants down and ripped her tights down 
and started fucking her!! It was sooo goood! Her pussy was so fucking tight and 
strong!!! He was fucking her mega fast and hard!! Even though she had passed out, 
her pussy started to get wet from Vladimirs strong brick dick! A dick strong as a brick 
and just as hard! He was fucking her really hard and fast!! It was so nice! She had 
the body of a pornstar, and Vladimir was enjoying the fuck out of her! 5 minutes into 
fucking her, Adolfine started to give signs of waking up, but ZAP ZAP ZAP Vladimir 
zapped her more so she passed out some more. He then started throatfucking her 
really hard!! He fucking jammed his dick inside her mouth and destroyed her throat!! 
Adolfine was getting the sex of her life! She got pounded as fuck by a mega horny 
Vladimir that enjoyed her with her tights halfway down and her perfect body!! 
Adolfine woke up after 15-20 minutes into the hardcore fucking that she had got from 
champ Vladimir. She slowly opened her eyes and Vladimir said “if you make a 
sound, I'll kill you!!! SHUT UP!!”. Adolfine was crying but still giving out pussy to him! 
They fucked for 2 HOURS!!! At the end Vladimir creampied her as fuck!! He 
unloaded his big dick and big balls into her, and the sperm just dripped out of her 
tight pussy!! Adolfine was crying, but very quietly fearing for her life! She got all her 
holes filled! Her asshole was totally fucked too! 

Vladimir was all flexed up with his muscles, high on speed, mega strong, he felt 
immortal! After the 2 hour of fucking, it started to get late and Vladimir started to get 
hungry. He had to make her ending quick so it didnt fuck up his plan! He zapped the 
fuck out of her again untill she passed out. He jerked off his dick a little bit to get the 
biggest boner, and filled Adolfines mouth again with it, deep down her throat! But he 
didn't pull it out! She didn't get any air since Vladimir had his whole dick inside her 
mouth and throat! His dick was so big that she couldn't breathe! Vladimir held her 
nose closed with his fingers so she couldn't get any air! Vladimir strangled her with 
his dick inside her mouth and down deep her throat, while holding her nose closed! 
Adolfine started to turn blue with a dick down her throat! After 2 minutes of dick 
strangling, she started to turn blue.... no pulse... Vladimir was done! He killed her by 
strangling her with his dick. He got dressed again, fixed his hair, covered her around 
with some blankets that he found in the apartment, and left! Nobody had heard 
anything since Adolfine didn't dare to scream while getting fucked, and Vladimir 
exited the building without a problem! He knew that when the body would get found 
that the DNA search would link him to the crime, together with being a suspect too 
as “Luca Meier’, since he was the last person she contacted through her phone. But 
everything was going according to plan for Vladimir! He had a plan for this too! 
Vladimir pushed his jammer button again, it was off, walked a couple of hundred 
meters and grabbed the first taxi he saw. He got into the taxi and got a ride toa 
Zubway near his B&B for a proper foot long sandwich with lots of chicken, cheese 
and other goodies! He ate like an animal at the store! What a legend! And after he 
finished the foot long, he ordered 5 more!! 5 fucking foot long sandiwches! The poor 


worker behind the counter had owl-like eyes, all wide open when Vladimir said “5 
footlong sandwiches please!”. He replied Vladimir with “Are these for takeaway sir?”, 
as Vladimir backfired quickly in a fierce and fast way “I'll eat 1 more here god damn 
it! What the fuck!?!? I'll eat 1 fucking more here, 4 is for taking with me!! Give me a 
good bag for the takeaway!!!”. The poor introvert nerd lousy thin and small worker 
got really scared, started to swallow his throat and made the sandwiches with an 
apple in his throat. Vladimir ate the second footlong sandwich at Zubway like a 
fierce and angry animal now! He was fucking chugging it down like a gorilla! Veins 
were popping out from his neck, he was sweating and all red from the animal eating. 
He took the fucking bag with the food with him as soon as he finished his sandwich, 
and took another taxi further to his B&B! 
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Vladimir had stocked up sandwiches for a reason! He was going on a road trip! THIS 
IS JUST THE FUCKING BEGINNING OF HIS VACATION AND MASTERPLAN TO 
UNLEASH HIS RAGE THAT HE HAD LOADED UP INSIDE HIM FOR YEARS!! HE 
HAD ENOUGH OF EVERYTHING, EVERYTHING IS GOING TO GO DOWN!! THIS 
IS JUST THE START!!!! VLADIMIR IS GOING ON A RAMPAGE THAT NOBODY 
HAD SEEN BEFORE!! This was just a warmup! 2 days of vacation, several people 
killed, 1 hot girl fucked, loads of fun, freedom, great food! 


Chapter 6 - Full throttle into the jungle! 


Mr. Fullofcomplexes, Vladimir Ivanov, is starting his journey! He's going far away! 
This is the real start of his plan! This is where the real dirty and sick stuff starts 
happening! After causing chaos in Zurich on friday evening, and Zuffenhausen the 
whole saturday, Vladimir was on his way away from the German and Swiss German 
speaking countries. It was 3 in the morning, Viladimirs Raudi Gay8 was doing 180 
kph on average on the A8 Autobahn and he was on the way to Bosnia Herzegovinal!! 
It would take him 12 hours from Stuttgart to Sarajevo in Bosnia, and this was an 
important checkpoint in his engineered plan. This (Bosnia) was the black hole in 
europe, it was like the favelas in Brazil, it was a jungle! A country where you could 
hide from police, interpol, the whole world, and as long as you would fit in, nobody 
would bat an eye or flinch. The Balkans were known to be an off the grid place in 
Europe for criminals to hide. If you went to Bosnia, Serbia, Albania, Kosovo or Monte 
Negro. Nobody could trace you inside of that jungle, and nobody inside that jungle 
cared about anything. Even though the police existed, the police was a part of the 
mafia, corrupt, and didnt give a fuck about anything. Even though Balkan was a 
place inside Europe, as soon as you crossed the borders and was inside one of 
these countries, it felt like you dropped into some east block country where there is 
no law, and time stopped up 10 years ago, at least. The people in these countries 
lived like they were excluded from Europe and the EU, like they were their own tribe. 
Vladimir knew all of this because of his Bosnian father. Earlier in his days when 
Vladimir was a small kid, his father told him a lot about Bosnia and how it was living 
down there, in the former Yugoslavia era too, and how the government worked. This 
shithole was perfect for being Vladimirs hideout place during his plan, and that's why 
he had sat the course for Bosnia. Vladimir also knew fluent Bosnian, since his father 
taught him Bosnian when growing up in Switzerland. He sometimes spoke Bosnian 
with his father at home, and also Russian since his mother was Russian. His family 
had 2 mother languages, Bosnian and Russian! And on top of that he knew German 
and Swiss German since he grew up in Switzerland, so Vladimir had 3 fucking 
mother languages! Bosnia was the perfect place for Vladimir to hide where he would 
fit in with the local people. He had visited Bosnia a couple of times when he was a 
kid, and was looking forward to seeing Sarajevo again, since the last time he saw it 
when he was a kid. 


The Raudi Gay8 was guzzling fuel as fuck! Over 2 ton fully loaded with a full tank, all 
of Viadimirs equipment and Vladimir himself. All wheel drive, V10 engine with 5.2 
liters and an automatic gearbox didn't make it a cheap car to run. Nonetheless the 


car was a beast on the highway as it would pull like a train without a problem and still 
make you feel like you're sitting inside a house with the good sound isolation in the 
car. It was 5 in the morning and Vladimir was entering Austria through the Salzburg 
route. Google maps showed 3,5 hour with normal speed limit, but Vladimir had done 
it in fucking 2 hours! As Vladimir entered Austria he drove to an abandoned place 10 
minutes away from the highway. He now switched the plates back to his Swiss plates 
again. His Swiss plates never got caught crossing the border, but now he had to 
have his proper plates on so he didn't get in trouble with the local police and border 
crossing to Slovenia, Croatia and Bosnia. There was no border control between 
Austria and Germany, so everything was good. 

After replacing the plates, he continued his drive. 3 and a half hours later he entered 
Slovenia with no problems. Just a regular control on the border and off he was. It 
was now 8:30 ish as Vladimir was approaching the former Yugoslavia countries, and 
it was totally different from the rest of Europe. Houses had bullet holes on the fasad, 
the cars in the streets were old, busses were old and stinky. The busses were so old 
that you could hear the diesel sound from the engine a lot! The busses had engine 
sound of a cold starting Scania V8 engine. People were dressed differently too than 
the rest of Europe, and all the cars were 5-10 years older on average than in the rest 
of Europe. This was only Slovenia, and he was just entering Balkan! 

It was 10:00 in the morning, and already 22 degrees! The balkan countries were 
known for high temperatures in the summer, and this was normal for a day in the 
middle of May in Slovenia. Slovenia was also a small country, and 1 and a half hour 
later Vladimir was already in Zagreb and then heading into Bosnia. 

2 hours through Croatia, and Vladimir was arriving at the Bosnian border which was 
“Granicni prijelaz Izacic’, right between Croatia and Bosnia. Viadimirs stomach 
tickled and he was mega fucking happy! He hadn't been in Bosnia for over 10+ years 
and got flashbacks when seeing the Bosnian flag at the border. He loved the 
Bosnian culture and people, how nobody was giving a fuck about anything, this was 
a pure fucking texas cowboy area! Vladimir was the next in line at the border, it was 
just after 12:00 ish. Vladimir rolled down his window for the border control guy. The 
border control guy in his Bosnian uniform looked at his license plate and saw that it 
was a Swiss car, so he knew he had to speak english, a little challenge for the 
Bosnian border unit. Their english skill was on par with a dog, non existent! 
“LAISENS AND REGISTREISEN PLESS’ said the border control guy to Vladimir. 
Vladimir replied “moze”, grabbed his registration for the car and his Russian 
passport(!!) and replied “izvolite”. The border control guard was surprised and caught 
with his pants down, as he'd never thought that Vladimir knew Bosnian. He checked 
his passport and replied “Jel vi znate bosanski, Vladimire/do you know Bosnian, 
Vladimir?”. Vladimir replied “znam, moj otac je bosanac/| do, my father is Bosnian”. 
The border control guard smiled and let him through, no inspection on the car either. 
Vladimir had now entered Bosnia with his Russian passport as the proper Vladimir 
Ivanov, and not with his swiss identity as Luca Meier. There would be no trace of him 
going to Bosnia either for interpol or anything as there were no cameras or any 
registration or anything at the Bosnian border. Perfect for vanishing! 


After having crossed the border, it was mid day, it was getting hot and Vladimir 
wanted to go and have a rest. He had driven all the way from Zuffenhausen in 
Germany to Bosnia now, after 4 hours of sleep at the B&B, and driving all the way on 
speed to keep him awake. 


After crossing the border, Vladimir wanted to go to a place where his father took him 
once they were on a road trip through Bosnia in the old days. It was a place 1 hour 
away from the border, the place was called “Seosko domacinstvo Cardaklije*. 
Cardaklije was a small place on the side of the road that was made up to be an old 
ethnical village for tourists to check out old Bosnian history, bosnian dishes and play 
with animals that were held at the mini village. Vladimir remembered eating at the 
restaurant that they had outside, while ducks, chickens, cats and goats would come 
up to the tables and let them pet you, and people would give some bits of their food 
to the animals. It was a beautiful and pure place in the middle of nature with 7-8 old 
styled cabins where one could rent to rest and sleep. 


Vladimir started to drive from the border and into Bihac which was a bigger city in 
Bosnia right at the border. After 15 minutes from the border, he starts to enter the city 
centrum. All the cars are old! Everybody is dressed totally fucked up! There is no law 
on the road and people are driving like maniacs with no respect! All the cars are old!! 
Drolf 2 and old kassat’s and 190ZE diesel Bersedes were normal and average cars 
on the road. It looked like this country was living 10-15 years back in time, nothing 
had advanced! Vladimir drove through the city and onwards to Cardaklije so he could 
rest. Everybody was looking at him when driving through the city since he had a car 
that was pretty high end for the local people. While driving through he thought inside 
of him “suck dick you fucking peasants, I'll piss on you all, you poor fucks! Rest in 
piss!”. Vladimir wasnt a fan of broke bitches. 


It was near 13:00 when Vladimir arrived at Cardaklije. He parked his car then walked 
to the entrance of the mini village, hearing and seeing horses walking around and a 
dog playing with a cat. He had beautiful memories from this place. Vladimirs plan 
was to stay here half of the day. Rent a cabin, go back to the restaurant and eat 
some bosnian food, then sleep some hours to get rested for the rest of the trip 
through this dirty country. He went to the restaurant in the mini village and asked one 
of the waiters about the cabins for rent. They pointed him to the owner of the whole 
place, a sophisticated good looking gentleman sitting at a table by himself eating 
dinner(yes). Vladimir walked up to him and asked if they had a cabin for rent for 1 
day. He’d probably continue traveling later that evening, but he needed a place to 
rest a little bit since he was traveling all the way from Berlin (a lie of course) 
explained Vladimir. The owner told him its 80KM(80 Bosnian Mark) or 40 Euro a 
night. Vladimir gave him the money and went off to the cabin to sleep. He dozed off 
real quick! He slept like a maniac to around 18:00 ish during the evening, it was 
enough, since Vladimir was used to the everyman sleep cycle. Vladimir got up, took 
a shower, prepped himself for the unending journey to Sarajevo. On with a good 


amount of deodorant, Givea cream smashed into the face quickly, quick sprays of 
strong manly perfume, a perfume made only for real men with big balls. After 
finishing refreshing and getting ready, Vladimir went to the restaurant again to hand 
the key of the cabin back and to have a meal before he continued his road trip. 
Vladimir sat down at the table and one of the waiters came over to him in their 
traditional bosnian clothes. The waiter asked “What would you like to eat sir? Are 
you up for a recommendation?”, and Vladimir replied “I'll have the bean soup, for 2 
people! 1 portion of Cevape, 1 burek and your in-house made juice, you can pick 
which flavor yourself, surprise me!”. The waiter thanked for the order and 
disappeared. 15 minutes later, the food comes! The waiter rocks up with food for 2 
people, and Vladimir was mega excited. He knew by eating this bosnian bean soup, 
that he’d be fucking full for 2 days, and also farting as fuck all the time! 

He started by actually throwing the Cevape into the bosnian bean soup, also known 
as “grah” on Zoogle. The meat was swimming around in the bean soup! Vladimir 
started to dig in like a beast, and he was eating the bean soup with burek!! What an 
insane combo!! Vladimir was having a lot of fun! And 15 minutes later (Vladimir was 
a fast eater) it was all gone, and Vladimir resembled a snake. He was all bloated up 
and pumped up with the food, and digesting it slowly like a snake to get it all down. 
He didn't move for 10 minutes. 

Vladimir cleaned his mouth with the napkins on the table, paid up for the waiter and 
gave him some tip, and headed down to the toilet before he’d head off. Just after 
taking a piss, Vladimir decided to have a quick wank. He jerked off to Adolfine from 
the night before, and jizzed. It was some fucking high IQ jizz. After the wank in the 
restroom, Vladimir headed back to his Raudi, and continued his way on to Sarajevo. 
Nothing special happened on his 5 hour trip to Sarajevo, except that he had farted a 
lot in the car and the smell had soaked into the car carpet and interior. The car was 
stinking farts every time he pulled over to have a mini break and some air. Also 
Vladimir was laughing 30% of the journey from talking to himself. He was super fun 
and had a pretty good imagination and fantasy. He once laughed for 15 minutes after 
having seen a cemetary that he had passed and having said to himself “only 
difference between these dead people and me, is that Im fucking dead over/above 
the ground, while they’re dead under the ground. The only difference is that they’re 
not jumping around on the cemetary, and are under ground!”. That was mega funny 
for Vladimir! 


Chapter 7 - SARAJEVO! 


Vladimir had arrived, it was late, it was night, it was 2am. Monday! The audi was 
rolling into the city center after he had pulled off from the highway, as Vladimir 
wanted to have a quick look at the city before going to sleep again, before he’d start 
to unfold his master plan tomorrow. As he continued to drive into the center, taller 
and taller buildings started to appear, more shops on the side of the roads, gas 
stations every 2 minutes, and shopping malls. The city center was beautiful. Taxis 
were driving around during the night, transporting god knows who and what. Vladimir 
had been driving the whole time and had plenty of surplus energy inside of him, also, 
he was a bit high on one of his speed pills now which he had taken during the trip. 
He had a resting pulse of 140 while driving his car, with muscles contracting themself 
and being full tense and jacked. Testosterone level was high as well. Being high off 
the speed pill and with a spiking testosterone level Vladimir took a sudden decision 
from his mood swing, and decided to drive right into the city center, park the car and 
have a walk around in town to see what's up. 


Vladimir parked his car in the center, gathered his mind and made a mini plan on 
what to do quickly. He wanted to have a quick breather outside and get some fresh 
air after arriving at his final destination for the next couple of days and maybe weeks, 
and check the town up quickly, and maybe have some FUN. Remember his fucking 
loaded car with lots of shit in it? He leaned back and turned around to pick up his 
new sexy leather jacket that he had bought online on an invoice which he was never 
going to pay. After picking up his jacket, he picked up a hammer which he could 
conceal on the back of his jeans right under his jacket. Also he picked up reading 
glasses which he of course didn't need, and they didn't have any zoom function in 
them, like glasses for blind people do. The glasses instead had a recording function 
on them, both sound and video at 1080p resolution at 6OFPS. Vladimir was ready to 
have a walk! 


It was 2:30AM! Vladimir started to walk down some streets and came to the BBI 
shopping mall in the middle of the city, where he then continued to walk down 
Ferhadija Street, a popular walking street in the heart of the city. He came to the 
“Eternal flame”, a known sightseeing object in Sarajevo, and suddenly smelled 
burek, which was Bosnian street food. People who had enjoyed the nightlife and still 
were enjoying it, were grouping up inside a small fast food shop, and Vladimir joined 
them in the fucking que as well. Some good and nice bosnian food would land well in 
his stomach after being high on the drugs, and to get some meat between his teeth. 
He downed 3 pieces of burek down, and continued his promenade walking. Some 
hot girls winked at him while inside the fast food shop, but he didnt give a fuck. Some 


boys also noticed that he was in good shape and strong as fuck, and looked at him, 
they checked him out in a no homo style and got a bit intimidated by how handsome 
Vladimir was. Vladimir keeps walking and sees full pubs and restaurants even this 
late at night, full of hot girls in tight dresses showing their sexy figure, and also 
peasant dudes. He got horny and a boner was tearing up his pants from the 
testosterone of seeing the hot girls. He kept walking and got to calm down. 10 
minutes later on, Vladimir enters Bascarsija, the most famous street in Sarajevo 
which is full of tourists during daytime, but is dark and empty now during the night. 
Only people who had to go through here, passed through the street at night. All the 
shops and markets were closed. When reaching the end of the street, Vladimir took 
an alternative route back to his car which was totally empty as he wanted to explore 
the city a bit in peace while he had time. While walking down the alternative street, 
one retard passes by staring at Viadimir. The street was empty and they were alone. 
Vladimir was still a bit high, and the staring from the retard hit one of his nerves and 
made him react. He shouted in bosnian “what are you looking at, | will fuck your 
mother?!?!". The stranger danger-retard who was passing by turned around and 
spread his hands out. He tried to become as wide as possible with his hands spread 
out, like he had 2 meter wide invisible lats. Retard-stranger walked fast towards 
Vladimir in a dangerous way while Vladimir was fucking jacked and high. He 
suddenly throws some hands at Vladimir and makes some swings!! Vladimir just 
pulled his leather jacket up in the air, and one heard a sudden clunk when the fist 
from the retard hit his jacket. The jacket barely moved! His fist was hurting as hell! 
The retard was looking at Vladimir with a panicked look and wondering what the fuck 
was that! The FUCKING JACKET WAS BULLETPROOF!! Vladimir had sewed 
bulletproof material inside the leather jacket at home in Switzerland when he got it. It 
was reinforced so much that it could withstand bullets from AK47’s!! The fucking 
jacket had steel and cemramic plates inside of it!! It was heavy as hell, and the poor 
retarded stranger had just hit steel with his fist, and barely did he know that his next 
destination was anal devestation. Vladimir hit him quickly in the fucking FACE!! 
POW!! He had an explosive hook with his hand that the face of the stranger turned 
into a downs syndrome type-face after the first hit from Vladimir!! It looked like he 
fucking lost some chromosomes after the first punch! While the stupid stranger fell 
on the ground, Vladimir quickly took off his jacket and smacked him in the head with 
the steel and ceramic plated bulletproof jacket. Downs retard was laying down on the 
ground and starting to lose consciousness. Vladimir quickly put his jacket back on, 
and grabbed his rubber hammer that he had on his back concealed. HAMMER 
TIME!!! He hammered to temple on the head of the dude which instantly sent him to 
coma, which was continued by 10 more hits to the temple and around the face, 
damaging and destroying the brain and face of the guy. Being a vegetable and as 
good as dead, Vladimir had fucking enough of him and couldnt stop because he was 
high on testosterone!! Vladimir continued to hammer the whole body of the retard 
laying on the ground!! He was hammering pretty hard, but just enough not to make 
any blood squirt out of the vegetable laying on the ground. You know how you 
hammer meat on a chopping board? This was how Vladimir was hammering the fuck 


out of the vegetable!! He hammered his whole body from head to toe in the middle of 
the street!! His bones were crushed!! His head was crushed, his collarbone, 
shoulders, arms and fingers looked crooked, ribs were crushed, waist looked weird 
and the whole body was just laying there like jelly!! And you know what? Everything 
was fucking recorded on his glasses in full hd resolution in 6OFPS! After Vladimir 
was finished destroying the poor fuck, who looked like he was demolished by a BBC. 
He took the hammer with him and disappeared from the street. He kept walking fast 
and was all gone 2-3 alleys down! Vladimir was moving towards his car to chill after 
his rage freakout. His stomach was full and he had a good gym session with the 
hammer in the street. And when getting back to his car, he drove away to a small 
hideout that he had on the way out of the city center. He wanted to chill until the 
morning hours, before his day started. 


It was 7AM, Vladimir was waking up behind the wheel in his car at the hideout. 
Nobody had yet seen him as he was hidden pretty well at a deserted place just 15 
minutes outside of the city. He took a bottle of water from inside the car and washed 
his face and brushed his teeth and was all good. He had some hectic last days and 
today he was under the radar in Bosnia, a big jungle and black hole for criminals, but 
also good citizens that were just trying to survive and live their daily life. After 
gathering himself and relaxing a little bit, he started the car and drove to pick up 
some food and a newspaper. He drove to a gas station near him, grabbed a 
sandwich, newspaper and a coffee to go. He drove back to his hideout which was 
quiet and deserted as he didnt want the car to be seen inside the city, since Sarajevo 
is full of criminals. After parking his car back at the hideout, he ate his sandwich in 
peace and drank some coffee while he was reading the newspaper. He was looking 
at apartments to rent! He put a circle around some interesting ads for cheap and 
alright apartments as he would call for them later on that day. After eating, drinking 
coffee and relaxing a little bit, Vladimir takes a pill of attentin, he was shaping up for 
a big day. He loved mixing attentin with coffee in the morning as this would give him 
the ultimate boost and kick during the day and would carry on the whole day! After 
taking the pill, Vladimir starts to do some very light workout at his hideout place 
which was very small and almost inside a forest. He didn't want to become sweaty, 
so it was just easy lunges, push ups, jumping jacks and some tricep dips which he 
did on the rear of the car with the trunk opened. 

It was almost 10AM now and Vladimir was done with his gymnastics, eating and 
relaxing by the car. He pulled over a blanket as usual over his stuff in the car so the 
stuff inside wasn't exposed. He locked his car and started walking as he wanted to 
take a bus into the city or a taxi. 15 minutes after walking he was getting near the 
main roads which lead into the city center, and he sees a taxi which he manages to 
stop and get a lift into the city center. 10 minutes later Vladimir gets dropped off at 
the center and he continues to walk a little bit before he sits down at a small and 
cosy cafe. As he sits down the waiter comes up to him and Vladimir just notices that 
they have a very expensive coffee machine inside of the shop. Vladimir then 
proceeds to order a wiener melange which he knows is only acceptable from high 


end machines and proper baristas. As Vladimir receives his wiener melange he pulls 
out his newspaper with ads for apartments, and starts calling them 1 after the other 
from his Crockkia 3310 with his bosnian sim card that he also had bought at the gas 
station this morning. He didn't need anyone else to present an ID to buy him the sim 
card since you could buy unlimited phone numbers in Bosnia without any ID or 
anything. You just pay for a sim-card and get a bosnian phone number. He called up 
on 4 different ads for apartments, but nobody answered the phone. Vladimir gets a 
bit mad and irritated! What the fuck was going on, it was fucking monday morning, 
the weatheeer outsiiiidee *in french voice* was perfect, he was sipping his wiener 
melange but he couldnt get 1 dude to answer the fucking phone. “Why the fuck did 
they list the fucking appartment if they're not going to answer the phone when 
somebody calls! Fucking pieces of shit! They can suck dick! They can suck my 
humongous dick!!” Vladimir said in a lower voice talking to himself while sitting down. 
Vladimir sips his wiener melange, looks around for 2 minutes, and his Crockkia 3310 
rings!! 

*Kick Crockkia 3310 ringtone plays* *Kick Crockkia 3310 ringtone plays*. Vladimir 
had changed the ringtone from “Crockkia Tune” to “Crockkia” ringtone. 


Go on Zoutube and search up Kick Crockkia 3310 ringtone before you continue 
reading! Let it play in your head! 


*Kick Crockkia 3310 ringtone plays”. It was the first ad that he had called for. He 
couldn't call everyone on the apartment-ad list in the newspaper as he had to be very 
selective on apartments, since he couldn't live everywhere. This was for a small 
dorm apartment where Vladimir could be alone. Vladimir picks up the phone and 
answers it. 

Guy from the ad: “Hello, sorry | missed your call, | was a little bit busy”. 

Vladimir: No problem at all, | was calling regarding the dorm that you had listed in the 
newspaper today. 

Guy from the ad: Oh yes, are you interested in it? Would you like to come for a tour 
of it? 

Vladimir: Yes, | am only a student here in Sarajevo, and have to move out from my 
apartment now since the owner is renovating it and | have to find a new place. | still 
have 2 years left of my studies here, so it could be a long term thing. 

Guy from the ad: no problem, can you come by today in 1 hour maybe? | am free 
now. 

Vladimir: That sounds perfect. | will be there in 1 hour. See you! 


Vladimir finishes his wiener melange at the cafe after the phone call and drinks a 
little bit of the glass of water that he also got with it to clean his mouth from the 
coffee. As there is maybe half the glass left, he suddenly pours it down into the 
empty coffee cup, and drinks the water from there. He did this to clean the coffee cup 
from coffee. Then he took a napkin that he had on his table, and off all things 


cleaned the coffee cup totally. Anormal person would leave the cafe after they finish 
their drinks, but not Vladimir on vacation. 

Vladimir shoved the coffee cup up his pocket and actually went into the bathroom! 
He went into one of the cubicles, put the toilet seat down, placed the coffee cup on 
the seat, pulled down his pants, turned around with his ass facing the toilet seat, and 
fucking shat standing into the coffee cup in the toilet seat! He fucking shit in the 
coffee cup, and managed to place it totally right into the cup. Then he just wiped his 
ass with toilet paper! With each wipe he took, and toilet paper he smeared full of shit, 
he placed it on the door handle of his cubicle. He wiped his ass 4 times, and placed 
all the paper around the door handle! The door handle would be full of shit when 
people would remove the paper. 

Vladimir was all alone in the whole rest room. He exits his cubicle and places the 
fucking coffee cup full of shit in the middle of the sink. What sighting!! What a 
sighting for the next person who would enter the bathroom, and for the guy who 
would clean this mess up. Poor bosnian waiter living on a shitty wage/salary, working 
like a dog and living on battery acid, had to clean someone else's shit up. It was 
reeking from the cup after Viadimir left. Fucking hell! 


12:30, Vladimir took a taxi to the dorm he was wanting to rent. He showed up to an 
okay smaller house and simple house. The owner lived in a normal apartment on the 
first floor, while the dorm for Vladimir was on the ground floor. 

Taxi parks outside of the house, Vladimir steps out, Vladimir stands in front of the 
house where he's supposed to rent the dorm, old sorry ass guy in his late 60s comes 
out and greets Vladimir. Vladimir gets a tour of the small dorm. 50 square meters is 
the dorm. Kitchen, living room and sleeping room were all in one. Just one big 
square room with normal space, and the bathroom had its own room. It was totally 
okay for Vladimir, this was all that he needed. The rent for each month with 
electricity, municipal taxes and internet was fucking pennies. It was 400KM/Bosnian 
Mark/200 euro. A whole year here would only cost Vladimir 2000 euro! 

Vladimir and the old sorry ass owner who was widowed and lived alone, agreed to 
the price and that Vladimir could move in the same day. Halleluja! 

The moving process wouldnt be that big either, since everything Vladimir had to do 
was empty his fucking car in the apartment, and that was it. Vladimir collected the 
keys, paid 3 months in advance and fucked off. After a hectic 3 days, Vladimir 
wanted to fucking chill. 

He went back to the city center with a taxi, jumped out of it near the famous 
restaurant street where you smell food throughout the whole street the whole day, 
and just enjoyed the day. The air outside was perfect and clean. The river Neretva 
was running down through Sarajevo, and it was beautiful for Vladimir. After watching 
the river for a small time, he continued into the city center to his “food street”. He 
walked around and went inside a restaurant that he found the most fancy with 
bosnian homemade food. It was called “ASDZ” and they only made and sold bosnian 
food produced and made right there inside the restaurant. Vladimir ate 2 fucking big 


plates full of food like a dog. He thought “fuck it, | gotta eat man, | dont wanna be 
starvin Marvin, Im going to eat as fuck”. 

After the restaurant, Vladimir walked a little bit around in Sarajevo, bought a “burek” 
as takeaway and took a taxi home to his new apartment again in the evening. 

After sleeping 3-4 hours Vladimir woke up, went outside, and took a taxi near where 
his car was, and walked the rest of the way to his car so the taxi driver didn't 
discover his hideout. 

He had to empty his car and move in during the night, as he only had shady and 
dodgy stuff inside it, and nobody could see what he was carrying inside the small 
apartment, neither the owner or the neighbours. So Vladimir empties his car, he 
carries inside a computer bag with his crazy sick laptop, tech equipment and gadgets 
for making chaos, bow and arrow that he bought from before, his cyanide, pistol and 
other smaller weapons and other stuff. It was all just fucked up shit, it was who 
Vladimir now was. A dangerous unpredictable beast. 

Vladimir had moved in and drove his car back to his hideout, and got back to his 
dorm. He still wanted to chill for the rest of the night, so he went to bed and slept 
until the next morning. 


Chapter 8 -1'LL KILL YOU UNTIL YOU DIE! 


Tuesday morning, 9AM, Vladimir wakes up. It was the most rest and sleep he got 
since last friday when he started his crazy adventure. He woke up, did his morning 
routine with washing his face, brushing his teeth and everything. Remember the 
Zubway sandwiches Vladimir had from Zuffenhausen in Stuttgart from Saturday 
evening, he had those for fucking breakfast. 2 and a half days old, but what the heck. 
It's still food, and the sandwiches were good after being cold in the car. They got into 
his dorm after emptying the car last night. 

As Vladimir had finished his old ass but nutrition rich breakfast, he looked around the 
dorm. Everything was cleaned up and organized last night before heading to sleep. 
Weapons, poison, chemicals, tech and shit in one corner, clothes in the other, laptop 
in the middle of the living room on the table, and it was all good and simple! 


So, monday was for chillin, tuesday was not. Vladimir popped some speed with 
coffee right in the morning to start off the action. The speed started to reach peak 
level in 2 hours after he popped it, and that max effect would last for at least 8 hours. 
Before the peak level, Vladimir had to find out what to do today. What could Vladimir 
do on a sunny day in Sarajevo, on a Tuesday? A lot. Vladimir was fucking plotting 
the shit out of this day, making a schedule and everything what to do. He had a lot of 
fun on his mind! He had some funny business and fun he wanted to do in Sarajevo 
the next days, before changing location again. 

Vladimir had an Zai Pad that he could use on wifi internet. This was one of the things 
amongst his gadget and tech stuff. He had it in case he needed to use some apps, 
since he was walking around with a normal Crockkia 3310, so he couldn't get traced. 
He downloaded the apps Grinder, Titititinder and Couchsurfing. He wanted to have 
some fun today, and these were some of the tools used to connect and meet up with 
other people. 

After downloading the apps and setting up profiles, Vladimir was building something 
very very complex that he would use by the end of the week for some MEGA fun. 
And after that he packed some very small amounts of cyanide that he could carry 
with him. 10ml of cyanide into a bottle, enough to kill 200-300 people if used 
effectively. And after that, Vladimir headed out to the city center. 


High on coffee and speed, Vladimir went to a small restaurant to grab a quick bite of 
some proper food to keep him full, in case his fucked up old Zubway sandwiches 
weren't enough, since Vladimir had a big day in front of him. He finished up his food 
and looked at his Crockkia to see what time it was. The Crockkia 3310 display said 
13:00. 


Vladimir then went to a small cafe and got a big coffee again! 0,4 liter and popped a 
new pill of speed when starting drinking it. He had to go to the restaurant to borrow 
wifi for his Zai Pad to surf. It was important that Vladimir didn't get a smartphone or 
anything, so he couldn't be traced. 

Vladimir opened up the Grinder app, an app for homosexuals to chat and get 
together and fuck. Vladimir was setting up his profile on Grindr. Name: Isaac 2Cox. 
Bio: Want me to give you a new definition to fucking your ass? He searched up his 
Albanian neighbour in Switzerland on Gaybook, and downloaded pictures of him and 
put them up on his Grinder profile. Alban Berisha’s body was now uploaded on the 
Isaac 2Cox profile. 

After the Grinder app, Vladimir opens up a Titititinder account. This was to attract 
women in his area who wanted dick up their pussy. Vladimir sets up the profile. 
Name: Ben Dover. Bio: #MACHINE. Tourist on vacation. Vladimir knew that he’d get 
more bitches in Sarajevo on Tinder with an international name. An English name is 
more exotic and exciting in Sarajevo, than some boring Bakir Izetbegovic-something. 
Regarding the pictures, Vladimir couldn't post his own pictures because he was 
going to be on the run, but also again posted pictures of his well trained albanian 
friend Alban Berisha. Alban Berisha was fucking hunting homosexuals on Grinder 


didnt to a lot with it. 


After 1 hour of tindering and grinding, Vladimir had set up and arranged a meeting 
with 1 hot girl soon, and 2 gay guys wanting some good dick later in the evening. 
Actually the meeting with the girl was in a little bit over an hour, which was inside the 
time window when Vladimirs speed was peaking. Inside that window he was high, 
full of testosterone and strong as fuck. He was unstoppable. Vladimir was thinking 
that he was going to PC(pussy crush) the girl he was meeting. He just wanted a 
really hardcore fuck today with some nice pussy and a big ass. It looked like the girl 
had bigger D cup tits on Tiitititinder, and Vladimir was excited. 

He finishes his coffee and goes to a grocery store and buys lube for the fuckfest that 
he's about to create. 

He meets up with the girl in front of the shopping mall called SCC/Sarajevo City 
Center. They shake hands, and the girl becomes all aroused by Vladimir's presence. 
He was smelling pure testosterone, looking good, muscles were tense and flexing, 
and she just becomes all wet by his presence. 

Vladimir got straight to the point and said: “Look, I’m on a schedule now, and you re 
really beautiful, and fucking hot in those tights and that small top. Is it okay if | pay 
you 200KM/100 euro just to go fuck straight away?”. 

The girl from titititiinder replied: “YES! JUST FUCK ME!!!” 

They go to a handicap toilet in the shopping center where they have the biggest 
space to fuck! Little did she know was that Vladimir was a fucking powerhouse, on 
speed, strong, didnt notice fatigue, and he could fuck for a long time!! 

They jump into the toilet, Vladimir pushes her towards the sink, goes towards her 
and rips her pants halfway down. He turns her around quickly and bends her over 


the sink a little bit. 

He started fucking her furiously doggy style above the sink!! He was pussy crushing 
and pounding the shit out of her! Her ass was so round and big, and her legs were 
perfect as well in her tights! He was pulling her hair and pushing that dick as long it 
could go up her pussy! She started to sweat and become red on her ass from the 
pounding! Vladimir turned her around, took her tights all the way down to the ankles, 
placed her to sit on top of the sink, took her legs and and behind her head with the 
tights, and fucked her like hell! He was choking her and ramming her pussy with full 
force! She was getting the sex of her life and got her pussy crushed and destroyed. 
They continue to fuck back and forth doggy and sitting on the sink with her legs 
behind her head for 2 hours!! She was shaking from the sex and couldnt handle it 
anymore, but Vladimir could. Vladimir then showed some sympathy and wanted to 
end the fuck fest because of his tinder girl couldnt handle it anymore. He ended the 
fucking with fucking CUMMING INSIDE OF HER!!! WOOOOO!!! Surprise surprise for 
the tinder slut. It didn't go well being a cum dumpster now! She screamed when he 
creampied her “I'm not taking birth control pills!! Why did you cum inside me?”. 
Vladimir answered her “shut up bitch, I'll do what | want! You just got blessed with my 
fucking cum!”. While the girl was still in shock, Vladimir just pulled his pants up and 
walked away. And you know what the best thing was? Vladimir had his fucking 
recording glasses on!! Everything was recorded! 


Now, the fuckfest is over, it's a little bit later in the evening, and Vladimir has dumped 
his cum. 

He was more relaxed, but still high on speed. Vladimir now freshened up with some 
cevape real quick and bottle of water after the fuck fest, since he was a bit hungry 
after using all the energy. The meeting with the homosexual guy was right around 
the corner, and Vladimir wasnt a fan of homosexuals! He didnt have anything 
specific against them, he just didnt like the idea that dudes were fucking other dudes, 
he felt bad for them, according to Vladimir, they had fallen down a hole and were 
fucking each other, instead of other bitches and hoes. 

On the way to meet the homosexual, Vladimir passes a bakery and buys a baguette, 
and continues to the meeting point. As he arrives, the homosexual bosnian was 
waiting for him. 

Vladimir approaches his homosexual match from Grinder and says: “Good evening, 
are you Adis Kajtaz?” 

Grindr guy: “Yes | am Adis Kajtaz, nice to meet you, you look lovely today. 

Adis was all smeared up in gay creams and gay oils, shining as fuck and had a lot of 
make up on his face. He was one of the dick taking homosexuals, not the dick giving. 
And there you had Vladimir who was reeking testosterone and alpha male aura. 
Vladimir says: “Hey you know what, you're really hot and cute. To be honest | got 
mega horny when | saw your pictures on Grinder. How about we get straight to the 
point and have some good fucking? Im mega horny and just want to fuck your cute 
little butthole. We can take a taxi and go to my place. 


Adis Kajtaz: “I was thinking about your dick penetrating and destroying my ass the 
whole time! | can't hold myself back anymore! Please take me to your place and fuck 
me hard, I'll give you all the ass that | have!”. 

Adis was blushing and getting mega horny and ready to go to Vladimir's place. 

Also, homosexuals were taboo in Bosnia and were not liked. The country hated them 
and categorized them as outcasts of society. 

Vladimir stopped a taxi and both of them got in! Vladimir said to the taxi driver “Just 
follow this road out of the city, I'll tell you when to stop.” 

The taxi driver wasn't a fan of driving around with 2 homosexuals in his backseat, but 
it was just his job, so he just wanted to get over with it. He replied with a not happy 
tone “fine”. 

The taxi starts driving and they get away. Adis starts looking all tense at Vladimir, just 
waiting and fantasizing about getting fucked. Vladimir puts his baguette away behind 
him on the seat, places his left hand on Adis’s thigh and *SLAAAPPP*™ bitch slaps 
him in the face. He fucking slaps the shit out of Adis!! The taxi driver turns around 
and is looking like what the fuck. 

Vladimir: “WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING, HUH? *SLAP* WHAT THE FUCK 
DO YOU THINK YOU ARE DOING? DO YOU THINK IM GAY? | WILL FUCKING 
BEAT YOU UP NOW FOR BEING HOMOSEXUAL *SLAP SLAP SLAP SLAP*%. 
Adis‘s face was all gay and red from the bitch slapping, and he was just taking it. 
The taxi driver now understands that this was a setup for homosexual Adis to get 
beat up by a hetero straight as an arrow dude who didnt like homosexuals! The taxi 
driver shouted “Fucking beat him up, that fucking gay, they're like the pest! Fuck him 
up, yes! yes!” 

Vladimir started to go all Mike Tyson and Floyd Mayweather on him. He fucking 
slapped and punched the shit out of him while the taxi was driving around. THEN! 
While laying down and whining in the backseat, Vladimir picks up his baguette, pours 
the lube he had from before all over the baguette, and soaks it in in fucking lube! He 
ripps Adis’s pants down and his thong! The taxi driver was like O.o WTF! VLADIMIR 
FUCKING SHOVES THE BAGUETTE UP ADIS’S ASS!!! HOLY FUCK!! HE 
SHOVED THE BIG LUBED BAGUETTE UP HIS ASSHOLE AND PULLED IT BACK 
AND FORTH AND DILDOED HIS ASSHOLE WITH IT! 





TAXI DRIVER WAS IN SHOCK!! WHAT A SIGHT! The taxi driver started to sweat 
and think what the fuck is it with this maniac, this is taking it to far! 

Vladimir just screamed “WWWWHHRHAAAAAARRRRR’ while ripping the asshole up 
with the food. This too was recorded on his recording-glasses. Vladimir screamed at 
the taxi driver and just jumped out. The taxi driver was speechless and just wanted 
to get away from Vladimir, being scared of him, so he just drove away! With Adis and 
the baguette up his ass! 


After jumping out of the taxi, Vladimir walked in the opposite direction towards the 
city center again, and grabbed a taxi after some minutes, to get his ass back. He 
exited the taxi in the middle of the city, and went straight into a sexy toy shop. On the 
list for today was a fleshlight/pocket pussy. Vladimir had a big brick dick, so his dick 
would need the biggest pocket pussy at the store, but he liked tight pussies a lot, so 
just grabbed a medium and took it with him. 

It was now later in the evening, and Vladimir just wanted to go to a small pub for a 
beer and to chill. He sits down at a pub with loud music deep inside the city center 
and orders his beer. 

2 beers later and just sitting there and thinking, Vladimir takes a walk around in the 
city, and then decides to take the tram for just cruising. It was late though, and it was 
known that taking the tram after 23:00 in Sarajevo was dangerous, and you could be 
ambushed by young criminals for nothing, trying to kill you or hurt you for pennies 
and robbing you. But this wasnt a problem for the fucking 350 iq beast! Vladimir 
jumps on the tram, it's almost empty, and he's just looking out the window enjoying 
the view. After 2 stops, 5 teenagers approach him from behind. It was the known 
trouble making guys that were out late at night! 

Troublemaker 1: “Nice watch you have there.” 


start to approach Vladimir to help out their friend. As they're about to swing their fists 
when their friend is lying down all beaten up, Vladimir pulls out his gun!! He points 
his gun at them! 

Vladimir: SIT THE FUCK DOWN!! His pistol even had a silencer, so the kids knew it 
was real talk. 

Vladimir: “Sit the fuck down or I'll kill you and fuck your mom right here right now!” 
The tram was so long that the tram driver didn't bat an eye, he thought that the 
teenagers were playing in the back and shouting at each other, like every night in the 
tram. 

4 teenagers are standing towards the end of the last tram wagon against the glass 
window, their friend is lying in the middle of the floor, and Vladimir is pointing the gun 
on all of them. 

Vladimir: I’m about to teach you cocksuckers a fucking lesson for life! You see your 
friend beaten up? You think I'm done!? Look at this now, and dont fucking move, or 
Ill shoot you! 

Vladimir picks up the beaten up teenager and throws him on a seat! The 4 scared 
teenagers are standing still like statues all scared for their life. Vladimir pulls his 
pants and underwear down. He was bending him over doggy style! 

Vladimir: “NOW FUCKING WATCH!!! I'll make a BIIIITCCCHH out of him!” 

Vladimir takes his fleshlight pocket pussy out! He lubes the pocket pussy up and 
inserts it into the asshole of the teenager laying bent over on the seat. He shoves the 
pocket pussy up his ass and starts fucking him!!!! Vladimir was fucking him in the 
ass! But he was fucking a pocket pussy! The teenager who thought he was a 
gangster and a thug with his friends, went from acting tough at the start, to getting 
fucked in the ass by Vladimir on the tram in the middle of Sarajevo. Vladimir 
pounded him hard and spit on him!! He was pointing his gun towards the other 4 
teenagers who were all shocked and crying inside, while he was fucking the kid. 
Vladimir screamed “REMEMBER THIS FOR THE REST OF YOUR LIFE!! IF YOU 
EVER SEE ME AGAIN, I'LL FUCK YOU IN THE ASS AND FUCKING KILL 


was scared and degraded for life. He was fucking traumatized and had no way back 
and coming out of this episode with getting fucked public in the middle of the tram! 
After pulling his cock out, he zipped his pants up and told the 4 other boys to stand 
still or he's going to shoot them! 

He kicked every one of them in the fucking dick!! They didn't dare to move or say 
anything in case of getting shot and killed. Vladimir continued kicking the fuck out of 
them. He kicked their dick inside of them, and their dicks and balls were fucking 
destroyed!!! Viadimir jumped off the tram after the ass fucking and dick kicking. All 
calm but angry now. Took a taxi near to his dorm and went home. And guess what! 
This too was recorded on his recording glasses!!! 


Chapter 9 - The ninth fucking chapter 


It was fucking wednesday morning, 8am, clearair with zero airpollution outside, 
Vladimir wakes up. He liked the early mornings in Sarajevo since it was sunny most 
of the days there, and the air was clear and not polluted since Bosnia was the totally 
opposite of Bangkok and the bay area in San Francisco. It was like living out in the 
country, even though he was living in Bosnias capital. Anyway, Vladimir is awake, 
alright? He stood up from his bed, made himself some coffee, went to the bathroom 
and brushed his teeth and face, the normal morning routine. Then he ate his 
breakfast and drank his coffee, while listening to a local Sarajevo radio station. He 
had made himself egg noodles with shrimp for breakfast and hot spicy chilli sauce. 
He fucking downed it like a beast and got his carbs and broteins in. 


This wednesday was going to be a little bit busy day for Vladimir, and a little bit 
different than the others. He was going to stay home almost the whole day, and not 
take any speed. 

Because today he was going to fucking build and assemble something at home that 
was going to take his vacation to another level. This was maybe the biggest fun 
factor for Vladimir, as it was this thing that drew him into a vacation plan at first after 
he got fed up at his bakery job. There was no such thing built before! And only his 
350 iq brain could do it!! 


Tech gadgets, tech parts, computer parts, motheroards, cables, small screws, 
everything was being thrown around and worked with the whole day!!! *screw screw* 
“look, zoom* *screw screw* “flip around, closer look with the eye* *screw* Vladimir 
was working his ass off!! He was building and assembling a fucking crazy thing!!! It 
was 14:00 o'clock and he was almost finished with his building and assembling. He 
had to take a break and have another meal, and jerk off. He was a bit tired of all the 
building and small screws! So he gave his cock a session with the fastest hand in 
Bosnia right now. And before he finished building his new tech beast, he had one big 
thing to do!!!! Vladimir packed his insane powerful laptop in his backpack, went out 
for a walk to grab a taxi, and jumped out in front of BBI shopping mall in the middle 
of Sarajevo. He walked into the shopping mall and went up to the 5th floor, the top 
floor where they only had a food court, and a nice view since the top floor was made 
out of only glass. Vladimir grabbed a fucking big kebab and sat down all alone ata 
table with a nice view towards the outside. The food court was somewhat big, it 
could seat around 200 guests, but there were only around 13-14 people at the 
foodcourt, including Vladimir. So it was very peaceful and quiet! Vladimir sits down at 
a table, grabs a huge bite of his kebab with loads of spicy sauce and meat! He then 
opens his laptop which he only used at public places to be even more anonymous 
than anonymous. He launched his virtual fake computer on his computer, connected 
to the local wifi and started to work. He opened up Zoutube, Gaybook and Vecernji 
List, Sarajevo’s local news paper. He inserts a very very tiny microSD card into his 
computer. This was the storage card that he used to store recordings from his 
reading glasses that he had on. He quickly photoshopped some banners for his 
Gaybook-page, some logos, and prepared an email to the Vecernji list newspaper. 
He also edited some of the videos that were recorded during his rampages and fun 
activities! 

While sitting on the computer and being anonymous, he created a new and random 
mail on zmail.com so he could open an account on Gaybook and create a page. He 
also used it to create a channel on Zoutube. His Zoutube channel and Gaybook 
page were called “Sarajevo, The game!”. He edited the videos very quickly and 
uploaded them to his homepage that he also created on the fly. He would use his 
homepage that he created and hosted just for video storage for now. While the 
videos were processing, he was finishing up his email to the newspaper. 


“Dear Vecernji List, 


| will fuck everything up, suck a fuck, you wanna play a game? I’m fucking bored, 
and nothing can stop me. This is just one of many videos and horror stories that the 
people in Sarajevo per now will experience. | invite you to find me, because it will be 
impossible. | am impossible! Get fucked, I2p, izi, suck dick, get rekt, fuck your family, 
suck your dads cock, | will piss on all of your graves! xxxXXxXXXXXXXXXXXX 


| command you to link the videos from my homepage to your newspaper where you 
write an article about this, | wish every citizen to know about this, so they can follow 
it. | will turn Sarajevo into a fucking warzone! Its 15:00 o'clock now, and | expect you 
to post an article by 18:00 this evening. In that article, you will also link to my 
Zoutube channel and tell everyone to tune in for a livestream at fucking 22:30 
tonight! 


Suck my dick!!!” 


Vladimir fired off the email and the videos were processed that he had linked to from 
his homepage which were ready for download to the newspaper! 

He had edited a video where he’s eating up the kid on the tram and fucking him in 
the ass in the fleshlight pocketpussy + the video where he destroys the asshole of a 
homosexual guy in a taxi. This was going to be insane material for the newspaper, 
this was just going to be the start! Vladimir closed his laptop, packed up, went to the 
counter and grabbed another big kebab as he was heading home again. Creating a 
social media platform to share his videos and activities was something new that no 
criminals have done before. Usually when criminals do something against the law, 
they hide. Vladimir wasn't scared, he recorded and uploaded everything! Also, he 
was going to live stream shit! He had big fucking balls live streaming activities and 
hiding at the same time. As he came home with a full stomach of kebab, he 
continued to build his technology beast!!! 


1 hour later, it was finished!!!! VLADIMIR HAD BUILT ADRONE WITH A PISTOL ON 
IT, WITH MECHANICS TO SHOOT PEOPLE, AND CARRY 1KG OF CYANID AND 
DROP THE LOAD OVER PEOPLE/OBJECTS!!! BUT THIS WASNT THE MOST 
CRAZY PART. THE BIGGEST INVENTION WAS THAT VLADIMIR HAD BUILT IN 
HARDWARE INTO THE DRONE WHICH CONTAINED A SIM CARD, SO HE 
COULD NOT OPERATE THE DRONE REMOTE THROUGH WIFI, BUT FROM 
ANYWHERE IN THE WORLD! THE SIM CARD WAS MAKING THE DRONE 
OPERATE AND RECIEVE DATA LIKE A SMARTPHONE, AND SEND DATALIKE A 
SMARTPHONE. IT WAS BASICALLY A DRONE WITHA PISTOL AND POISON 
THAT WAS OPERATED THROUGH REMOTE LOG ON AND SIGNALS THROUGH 
3G AND 4G NETWORK. VLADIMIR HAD ALSO MADE A SOFTWARE ON HIS 
LAPTOP TO OPERATE THE DRONE JUST BY STARTING THE SOFTWARE, 
WHICH THEN CONNECTED TO THE DRONE. THE DRONE WAS CARRYING BIG 
LIPO BATTERIES SO IT COULD KEEP THE MOTHERBOARD POWERED WITH 


THE SIM. VLADIMIR COULD MAKE A DRONE, POWER IT ON, PLACE IT IN 
BERLIN, OSLO, PARIS OR ANYWHERE ELSE, JUMP ON A PLANE, FLY TO KIEV 
AND OPERATE IT FROM THERE!!! THE DRONE WAS OPERATE REMOTELY 
AND HAD GUNS!!!! THIS WAS GOING TO BE TOTAL CHAOS!!! 





It was 17:30 now, Vladimir went outside to get his Raudi that was hidden away still, 
he returned back to the house at 18:00. He didn't have any internet and didn't want 
to be traceable, so he couldn't check if the newspaper had uploaded his story. He 
quickly carried the drone out of the small dorm and into the trunk of his Raudi. The 
drone was ready to be operated, it carried his gun, fully loaded magazine and safety 
off. It also had 1 liter bottle of cyanide under it. Which would open once a mechanism 
was activated by Vladimir on his computer. He then drove off and was headed 
towards the city center. He parked the car at a parking house in the middle of the 
city, and carried the drone up on the roof of the parking house which was abandoned 
and not visited at all. After hiding it on the roof, Vladimir drove the car back to the 
hideout again to hide his car, and went back home again. 

As he came home, it was 19:00 now. He took a shower, cleaned up his dorm a little 
bit after building the drone the whole day. He relaxed a little bit on his couch, and got 
dressed to head out to the city center for a drink. He was enjoying himself a lot in the 
clothes that he didn't pay for that he bought online by invoice. He put on a satin white 
Eaton shirt, nice pants and a really thin coat. He looked like a million dollars! He put 


on a real man perfume which had a strong odor and smelled like real man! He put 
his backpack on his back, went out and grabbed a taxi into the city center. This time, 
Vladimir was full of speed in his blood and system, and was ready for some proper 
action. He jumped out in the middle of the center, and went to a small pub and 
grabbed a beer. He was happy and full of joy tonight. The beer tasted perfect. 
Tonight, he had Budweiser, the original one from the US. He liked it a lot! He sat at 
the pub for 1 and a half hour, and it was now just minutes before 22:00. As the clock 
struck 22:00 sharp, he picked his ass up and left the pub. It was Glock o clock! 
Vladimir went to “Hotel Europe” which was the most fancy hotel in Sarajevo, booked 
a room and checked in! He looked like the perfect tourist, so the receptionists didn't 
even bat an eye of any suspicious behaviour. 

As he enters his room, he opens his backpack, takes his laptop out and fires it up!! 
He logs into the hotels wifi for guests!! He opened up vecernjilist.ba, and saw his 
article! People were commenting left and right about fear, and how this could 
happen. Some people supported him who also did not like these thugs on the tram 
who are criminals, or homosexuals. Vladimir was just laughing. He fired up his self 
coded and created software for the drone, and took control of it. It was 22:28, and he 
was logging into his Zoutube channel, as people were told to follow his channel for a 
live stream at 22:30. He fires up another program that streams his screen to the 
Zoutube channel, totally anonymous. He was VPN’ning with VPN’ns through other 
VPN’s, through his fake virtual computer inside his real computer. He took control of 
the drone and flew it down from the parking house building and towards a pub! The 
clock hit 22:30:00 sharp! The stream was live, over 5000 people were watching the 
live stream! The camera on the drone gave the viewers a FOV camera view like in 
games. Just right under the camera, you could see a fucking pistol!! People were 
watching the drone fly towards a crowd and into a pub! BANG!!! FIRST SHOT FROM 
THE DRONE WAS FIRED!! PEOPLE WERE WATCHING A LIVE STREAM ON 
ZOUTUBE HOW SOMEBODY GOT SHOT IN THEIR HOMETOWN, LIVE!! THE 
DRONE FLEW INTO THE PUB! BANG BANG BANG!! BANG BANG!!! BANG!!! 7 
SHOTS WERE FIRED! PEOPLE JUST WITNESSED A FUCKING DRONE FLY 
INTO A PUB AND SHOOT THE PUB UP! WHAT A BEAST DRONE!! Vladimir even 
made an overlay on his screen with a crosshair which was calibrated with the aim on 
his gun, so viewers online would experience the shooting like a videogame, where 
people get shot through a crosshair and die! After the dramatic shooting the drone 
flew out of the pub!! It flew up into the air and towards the sky! It was invisible now 
on first glance since it was dark outside and night. People continue watching online!! 
Comment section is raging! Vladimir then flew the drone towards the “Sebil]”, 
Sarajevo’s most famous sightseeing building. In front of the Sebilj were at least 100 
people gathered down the whole street as the place where it stood was big. He then 
emptied the cyanide bottle on the whole crowd. This wasn't visible on the webcam 
that was mounted on the drone, but as soon he emptied the bottle, he turned the 
drone around towards the crowd he poured it over and descended the drone. The 
viewers didn't understand what was going on! Suddenly people start falling down on 
the ground, 20 to 30 people, or poor Bosnians working on minimum wage and eating 


battery acid for dinner, were hit by the cyanide! The viewers just saw people 
dropping down on the ground like flies, when the drone was just hovering! Everybody 
panicked!! The stream got turned off! Over! It was like a shooting game with sci fi 
objects and crowds from the future, but it was happening now! Vladimir had brought 
the future now into the present! As the stream was offline, Vladimir flew the drone up 
on a tall mountain which was deserted, something that wasn't hard to find in 
Sarajevo after 5 minutes of flying. Vladimir was supposed to pick up the drone in the 
dark unseen. 

He packed down his laptop into his backpack, and left BBI shopping mall as it was 
also closing soon. 


Nobody had seen anything like this before. A drone with a gun, perfectly calibrated, 
with mechanisms triggered by different servo motor through 4G data transfer. Drones 
are normally operated through wifi or radio signals signals, but nobody had yet 
invented technology to operate a drone through other signals than wifi. What 
Vladimir did was get Lipo batteries for the flying time, only the best would do. He got 
some servo motors that were connected to the motherboard through wires, which 
would pull the trigger on the gun when getting the signal to do the operation. The 
same went for the servo motor which opened the bottle with poison. 

The way he managed to pull this off was to make a motherboard that would operate 
and run the same way as a small laptop. On the motherboard he had a small sim 
card reader which was coded to read the sim on the motherboard as a computer. 
This sim would recieve 3G and 4G data, get a remote signal to for example descend 
and ascend, which it then forwarded through on the drone controls, and made the 
drone go up and down. Same went with the servo motors. The drone was working 
like a mini computer. This was totally new technology. 


Anyway, Vladimir exits Hotel Europe, grabs a taxi and goes home to his dorm. After 
he jumps off home, he then walks for maybe 20-30 minutes to his car. He had to get 
home first, so he would seem like a normal dude for the taxi driver not to raise any 
suspicion, instead of getting driven to a crazy Raudi A8 limo car. Vladimir then drives 
into the small forest on a small hilltop in Sarajevo which was totally uninhabited and 
not visited at all. Vladimir walked around 15 minutes one way into the forest after 
parking the car to pick up the drone, and got it back to the car and shoved it into the 
trunk. 

After shoving it in the trunk, he then drove his car back to the hideout and parked it. 
And after parking it, he went home as he had more work to do. The rest of the night 
before going to bed, he was already finishing up his sketches and drawings of his 
other weapons he was going to assemble the next day, which he had already drawn 
in Switzerland. The next day was going to be turbulent as well. 


Chapter 10 - Remote soldier 


Thursday morning, 8am. Vladimir opens his eyes, a bit tired from finishing the last 
sketches last night and planning today. He gets up a bit slower than yesterday. He 
could feel it now a little bit on his body that he had been on a hefty vacation since the 
start. It was his 6th day on vacation. His breakfast today was fucking air, he didnt 
have any food at home. He just made himself a coffee, did his morning rituals at the 
bathroom and popped 1 pill of speed. 

While drinking the coffee, he was looking at his sketches and drawings from 
yesterday! 

“PERFECT!” he screams! He was looking at something new he would build today. 
Something that would offer him fun today. Vladimir had already some of the tech 
gadgets for his new creation at the dorm, but he still needed to head out and buy 
some stuff and hardware for it. Also he had to arrange some stuff too. 

At 9am Vladimir heads out for a walk, grabs a taxi after 10 minutes, and heads into 
the city center. He has his Crockkia 3310 with him as usual, and his backpack too! 
This time it was empty! No laptop inside. This was new. Vladimir jumps out of the taxi 
in front of the SCC shopping mall. He goes inside and heads towards the tools & 
hardware store that they had 1 floor under ground. He goes inside and asks an 
employee if it's possible to buy a bunch of stuff and pay for it now, and let it be 
collected later at the store by a moving company. The employee nods with his head 
and says “yes of course, that's no problem at all, we will just store your stuff in a 
storage room”. Vladimir proceeds to buy 20 circular saws, a total of 10 meters of 
aluminium pipes that are 4 centimeters thick, cut up in different lengths, a box of 
bolts and screws and some other various stuff for building. Vladimir pays for all the 
stuff, gets the receipt and leaves. After the shopping spree on the tools, he heads for 
a walk towards his favorite restaurant “ASDZ” in the middle of the city, and grabs a 
newspaper on the way over. He enters ASDZ, puts his backpack on a chair at an 
empty table to mark that someone is sitting at the table, and walks up to the counter 
and orders food. He was hungry as fuck as he didnt eat any breakfast at home, so 
he ordered a huge plate with calf meatballs and mashed potatoes. It tasted fucking 
amazing and Vladimir loved this dish! After finishing off the whole plate, he went on 
and ordered half the portion again, which he wanted to eat and finish up slowly at his 
table. While finishing all this up, Vladimir picks his newspaper up that he had 
grabbed on the way to the ASDZ restaurant. He goes through some of the ads in the 
newspaper, he was on the lookout for a moving company. After going through the 
ads, he picked the company with the most shitty ad since he needed someone who 
had just started up. He needed a shit company that nobody gave a fuck about. He 
dials the phone and calls “Ciganija Transport” which translated to english means 
“Gipsy transport’. Sarajevo had a bit of bosnia gipsy people in it, they were the 
socially lowest and outcast people in Sarajevo. They were looked at like trash people 
and only a little amount of Bosnian people wanted to have anything to do with the 
bosnian gypsies. So the transport company that Vladimir was calling were just some 
local outcast gypsies. 

The phone rings, and somebody picks up the phone on the other end. 

Vladimir: “Hello, have | reached my gipsy brothers?” Vladimir jokes. Vladimir knew 


that Bosnians who liked gipsies or wanted to joke with them in a positive way, liked 
to call gipsies for “brothers”. 

Bekir: “Yes brother you have come to Gipsy Transport. What do you need? Your 
gipsy brothers are always here to help you”. 

Vladimir: “I have some normal moving jobs that | would need help for. Nothing big 
and heavy, no furniture. Just some tools and some light aluminium pipes. There is 
some work over 2 days at various times. | would have to call you maybe 1 hour in 
advance. Is that okay for you?”. 

Bekir: “Yes that's no problem. We’re 2 guys at the company, me Bekir and my good 
friend Ramo. We don't have any jobs these days, so that would be no problem. We 
drive an old rusty Bersedes Denz Szprinter van. 10 cubic.” 

Vladimir: “Great, that sounds very good. | will then call you later today for my first job. 
It's just going to be picking up some tools from the SCC Shopping mall and 
delivering it to my home, around 20 minutes of driving from the city center’. 

Bekir: “Yes that would be no problem, we will Keep in touch then. Just call us when 
you need us”. 

Vladimir: “alright, thank you. Bye” 

Bekir: “bye”. 


Vladimir finished up his glass of water that he had with his breakfast, packed his stuff 
and walked out of the restaurant. He walked around and enjoyed looking at hot girls, 
especially those who dressed a bit slutty according to him, with tight short skirts and 
dresses. He had a high testosterone level and just wanted to fuck hot girls with both 
big asses and small asses, as he just wanted to fuck!! After having a walk around 
bascarsija, the famous tourist area in the middle of the center, he took another taxi! 
This time the taxi wasnt to get home again, but to the airport! Vladimir headed to the 
airport, went out of the fucking taxi, went inside and straight to the Durkish Airlines 
counter that was right at the entry of the airport. He bought tickets to Turkey!! He was 
smart and knew how the ticket system worked, how and when it notified the airline 
companies with red flags for their passengers. He wanted to buy tickets without 
raising any suspicion. The way to do it was to buy a return ticket instead of a one 
way ticket, which gave red flags for the authorities at the end destination, Turkey in 
this case. Also he had to buy the tickets more than 24 hours in advance. If a 
passenger would buy a ticket with departure under 24 hours from buying time, this 
would give the airline company a red flag so they could review the sale and the 
passenger thoroughly by looking up the passport info that was submitted during the 
sale. So Vladimir bought a ticket to Istanbul, Turkey 6 days ahead, wednesday next 
week. When buying the ticket, he showed his Russian Passport from Russia, and 
bought the ticket under his real name. 


After buying the airplane tickets, Vladimir grabbed a new taxi and made him drive 
him almost all the way home. He jumped out of the taxi maybe 5 minutes walking 
time before he arrived at his house/dorm, so the taxi guy wouldn't know where he 
lived, and walked the rest home. 


When arriving at home, Vladimir pulled his phone out and called the gipsy dudes 
who were supposed to help him with transporting stuff. It was around 1pm now. He 
told them to go to the SCC shopping mall to the tools & hardware store on the 
underground floor. They were supposed to pick up his circular saws, aluminium 
pipes and other stuff, and the one employee named Mirza that he spoke to earlier 
today knew about this mass buy today and would point them to the stuff. 

The Gipsy Transport guys head to SCC Shopping mall, pick up Viladimirs stuff and 
drive it home to him. They were the first people in Sarajevo apart from the landlord 
who was renting the dorm, who would know where Vladimir lived. As they arrived at 
Vladimir's place, they started to unload all the circular saws who took a lot of space 
with the packaging. The saws almost filled up half of Vladimir's dorm, and Bekir the 
main gipsy said “Brother what is this for, are you doing something shady with these 
saws? One normal guy doesn't buy 20 circular saws. Tell me brother”. Vladimir 
responded by laughing and telling him “I am working at a local construction company 
and my boss wanted me to buy some for him which he would collect here at my 
place”. Bekir and Ramo felt that it was a weird answer and just responded back “well 
this is a lot of circular saws’. 

They then finished up unloading their rusty white Bersedes Denz Szprinter, got paid 
and started to walk towards the van to drive away. Suddenly Vladimir stops them! He 
asks “Would you do me a favor? | can pay you extra for it? Would you mind waiting 
10 minutes for me to open all these circular saws from the packaging, so you could 
take the cardboard with you and throw it in the trash?”. 

“Sure no problem”, Ramo the second gipsy coworker responded. They helped 
Vladimir with unboxing and drove away with a fuck ton of cardboard. 

As they drove away, Vladimir headed right into his dorm. Locked the door, rolled 
down the blinds on the windows and started working. *screw screw* *saw saw* 
“screw screw* *saw* *bend* *saw* *connect pipes* *screw screw screw* *saw* 
“looks at drawing* *saw more* *screw more*. Vladimir was building several fucking 
things! He was a fucking maniac!! 

He was building as fuck! 4 hours pass and Vladimir calls the gipsy dudes. It's 6 pm 
now. 

Gipsy guy Ramo answers the phone this time “Hey Vladimir brother, how are you 
and what do you need? “. The gipsy guys had saved Vladimirs phone number so 
they knew when he called, and that's how Ramo knew it was him. 

Vladimir: “Hey man, my boss called and wanted me to actually bring the saws to him 
today. Could you come over and pick them up, and drive them to my boss? It's a 20 
minute drive from me”. 

Ramo: “Sure, no problem! Our customers are the most important thing, brother”. 
Vladimir: “Great! See you soon then!”. 


As they arrive in front of his dorm and park, Vladimir waves to them through his 
window and greets them. He opens the door for them and they step inside. As they 
enter, Vladimir closes the door and locks it and PPPOOOOOOWW!!! He fucking hits 
them both in the head from behind! They fall unconscious down on the ground! As 


they were unconscious for 2 minutes, Vladimir quickly got some zip ties and zipped 
their arms and feet together with them. As they woke up slowly, they realised that 
they were held hostage! And realised Vladimir stood in front of them with a gun as 
they opened their eyes more and more! 

He pointed the gun towards them so they wouldn't make any sudden moves, and to 
scare them mentally. 

“LISTEN TO ME YOU PIECE OF SHITS!! NO SUDDEN MOVES! DONT MAKE ME 
FUCK YOU UP INTO OBLIVION!” Vladimir shouted fucking hard. 

The poor gipsy friends from the small gipsy transport company were scared as fuck. 
They were quiet as a mouse! 

Vladimir: “around your chest | have put a rubber belt around you while you were 
unconscious. Look at it!”. 

The gipsy friends Bekir and Rambo looked at their chest and their belt. Vladimir had 
removed their t-shirts from them so the rubber belt was actually staring at them in the 
eyes. 

“Now listen you dirty dumb gipsies. Around your chest you have a rubber belt. Inside 
that belt, | have sensors that only NASA has too, in addition to me. Now listen 
carefully. Inside the belt | have a GPS sensor, altitude sensor, heart beating sensor, 
compass sensor, blood oxygen sensor, a 4G data transmitter and C4 explosive!!”. 
The gipsy bros didn't know what to think or what to say, so they just continued 
looking at Vladimir. They were scared as fuck. 

Vladimir: “With the belt on you, | can monitor your heartbeat, where you are, what 
height and altitude you are at, what you are looking towards, how you feel, 
everything. 1 thing that gets on my nerves or that you do wrong, and | will kill you by 
pressing this button that | have on me! 

1 wrong thing!! IF YOU ONLY DO 1 WRONG THING, AND GET OUT OF LINE, ’LL 
BLOW YOUR FUCKING SKULLS OFF!!”. 

Bekir: “What the fuuuck maaaan?!”. 

Vladimir: “Shut the fuck up, listen to me now. | will cut the zip ties and release you. 
You will do exactly what | tell you, or else | will fucking make your brain explode”. 
Ramo: “we're fucking fucked. We are so fucked man! I'll suck your cock if you let us 
go. | will suck it real good | promise!”. 

Vladimir: “Shut up! Listen to me now. When | cut your zip ties, you will take that big 
thing over there with the blanket over it, you will take it by its handles, and put it 
inside your van. If you lift the blanket up to see what is underneath, | will fucking 
shoot you with my gun! When you both have placed it in your van, you will return 
inside here again and I'll continue to give you a lecture’. 


The 2 poor gipsy fucks get released and take the somewhat weird and heavy tall 
thing into their van. They struggle a bit since its heavy and they’re thin and dirty and 
gipsy as fuck. 

They return back into Viadimirs dorm and await new orders. Since they were scared 
as fuck, they were very short on talking and quiet. They asked him what was the next 
thing to do. 


Vladimir: “Give me your keys to the van!!” 

The gipsies gave him the keys to their Szprinter. 

As Vladimir got the keys, he opened up a box of Jack3D pre workout powder above 
the kitchen sink, poured half of the box in one 0,41 glass, and the other half in 
another 0,41 glass! He mixed it with water and it was a fucking heavy consistense! It 
was a box of pre workout with 30 servings, now poured into 2 glasses which fucking 
equaled 15 servings in 1 glass! He also took out 4 pills of speed. 1 pill would keep a 
first time user awake for 12 hours after fucking consuming it, also making him not 
feel fatigue and immortal. 

“Drink this cup of water and take these 2 motherfucking pills each!!” Shouted 
Vladimir. 

The gipsies were very scared as fuck. They didn't know what pre workout powder 
was as they never had been in a gym their whole life, even though they were in their 
40s. They thought that the box that said Jack3D was some sort of poison. But at the 
end they had to fucking drink, or else they would be toast. They drank the whole 
fucking cup of 15 PWO servings each and took the 2 speed pills. 

“Now wait here!! | will be back in 30 minutes. If you leave the house I'll kill you! | will 
be back with a surprise for you. So dont try to be fucking heroes”. 


Vadimir took the keys of the van and drove away! 30 minutes later he actually came 
home again! Bekir and Ramo knew what was good for them, so they waited quietly 
at the dorm without making a sound. While Vladimir had been away, the only thing 
they were thinking about was their life and that they might die. That it was over! 
Vladimir walks inside with a whore!! He had picked up a prostitute with their van and 
brought her to the dorm! The prostitute was everything other than just a normal 
skunk, she was fucking athletic and hot as fuck! She was 160cm tall, 50kg, normal 
sized but very round tits, had good big thighs, a big round and tight ass, and looked 
like a pornstar with her long sexy black hair and clean elastic skin! The 2 gipsy 
dudes had never seen a beautiful woman like this in their life!! They were used to big 
fat and wide gipsy wifes that were as wide and big as a mountain, smelly, sweaty, 
dirty, unshaved, and just gross! 

“Whuuawawawawawawa hrrrr hrrrr” Bekir started to shake! He was making noises 
while shaking and was all tense! The speed and pre workout was fucking kicking in. 
“HHRRRRRR aaaarrrrhhh” Ramo started to scream too and shake. They were 
fucking high on 15 servings of pre workout, tense as fuck, MEGA TENSE, and their 
heart rate increased as fuck! The PWO had started to take effect. 

Vladimir: “Il have picked up this woman for you, and me! | have paid her big money, 
and you will now fuck her!! | will also join on the fucking later on!! 

Vladimirs monitoring system for the gipsies chest belt showed a pulse of 150 while 
resting for the gipsies. 

Vladimir: “Take your clothes off and fuck this woman now!! 

Bekir: “AAAHHH Im gonna fuck you so hard and good now!! Im gonna fuck you so 
hard!!! 


Bekir and Ramo took their jeans and underwear off, and exposed their whole body of 
how slender and skinny they were looking. They looked like your average hillbilly 
bosnian gipsy. Bekir also had a fucking 15cm short thin and bent as fuck dick. It was 
like a fucking banana and looked like Beckham had bent it all the way to the moon. 
With 1 small touch on their cock, it had fucking errected, and they started fucking the 
prostitute! She was fucking taking it! She was taking their smelly and dirty gipsy dick, 
and was giving them their fuck of a lifetime. Ramo and Bekir were pounding her ass 
really hard! They did a sandwich with her! She was sucking a dick in front while 1 of 
them were railing her pussy from behind! Then they switched! Then they fucking 
double penetrated her! Their hearts were racing and they continued fucking like 
machines!! Vladimirs pulse monitor showed a pulse of a fucking 180. He then joined 
them on fucking her, he couldnt resist as she was so hot! Still in her short red skirt 
and white t shirt on! It became a real fuckfest!! THEY WERE FUUUCKING 
RAAAILING THE PROSTITUTE AS FUCK!! THEY WERE ALL ON SPEED AND 
FUCKING LIKE MANIACS WITHOUT STOPPINGI!!!! They were all sweaty as fuck! 
The prostitute girl too! She was all wet from the fucking, and her ass was red from 
the pounding! They were fucking mega fast and mega hard on drugs!! The girl was 
just fucking taking their dicks!! And again, they were fucking PUMPING her full of 
COCK!!! Vladimir with his huge brick dick was destroying her pussy and then ass!! 
He was fucking tearing her up!! He was fucking impaling her!! 2,5 hours later, they 
were finishing up the sex party. The gipsies were double penetrating her still and 
cummed inside of her. Vladimir cummed on her face since she had a mega sweet 
looking face. He gave her hot jizz all over her face!! Eyes, cheeks, mouth, the whole 
face! 


When they all came inside and outside of her, Vladimir told the gipsy boys to get 
dressed again and that the fucking was over. He got dressed himself and took the 
prostitute girl with him in the van to drive her back again where he had picked her up. 
After taking her back to her street where she could make some more money, 
Vladimir quickly returned back. Gipsy boys Bekir and Ramo were still high as fuck on 
speed and PWO, they were shaking and just waiting to do more stuff. They eased off 
a bit on the C4 explosive belt around them. Vladimir had gifted them their sex of their 
life with the most beautiful woman they had seen, so they somehow felt that he was 
taking care of them. 


Vladimir: “Alright, listen up. Get fully dressed and get inside the van both of you. I’m 
going to fix something inside here, and then I'll join you.” 
Bekir: “Alright, we'll get in now!” 


Gipsy boys walk out of the dorm and into the van. 5 Minutes pass and Vladimir 
comes out of the house. He carries a heavy suitcase with him which he puts in the 
back of the van. 

He walks up to the driver door and gives Bekir 2 sets of wireless earbuds. 


Vladimir: “Put these earbuds on both of you. You have 2 sets here. These will be 
connected to a laptop that | have in the back of the van now, so we can 
communicate. The earbud microphone activates when you start talking”. 

Bekir and Ramo: “Alright man, we'll put it on.” 


Vladimir walks towards the rear of the van, opens the rear doors up, gets in and 
shuts them. It was now around 21:15 ish. He double checks on his laptop that the 
earbuds work. “Can you two in the front hear me?” he asked the gipsy boys. “We 
both hear you” they replied back. 

“Alright, now you can drive to fucking Mrvica restaurant and stop outside, I'll give you 
orders from there step by step” said Vladimir over the earbuds in a calm and 
powerful way. Mrvica was one of the better and finer restaurants in Sarajevo, who 
were famous for their cakes and other delicious pastries. The gypsies start the van 
and start driving towards Mrvica restaurant. It was right at the entry of the city center 
and only a short 10-15 minute drive from Viadimirs home. He had time to prepare for 
his act in the back of the van. 

He went towards the huge and tall object with a blanket over it, that the gipsy cucks 
carried into the van. He removed the blanket, AND THERE IT WAS!!! A FUCKING 
CIRCLE SAW COSTUME STRUCTURE!!! Viadimir had fucking created a structure 
with circle saws from the tools and harwdware he bought from the shop today! It was 
insane! Vladimir opened 1 side up where he entered the structure and sat down on a 
chair! 





When sitting inside the costume/structure thing, Vladimir was surrounded with circle 
saws pointing outwards! He could control all the circle saws with 1 button! He was 
surrounded by circles saws 360 degrees around him, who were mounted on steel 
pipes all around. The structure also had shopping kart wheels under it, and needed 
to be pushed around from the inside where Vladimir was sitting, to fucking move! He 
also had a speaker mounted on the structure with a microphone! What a legend! The 
speaker worked without a power supply, so not a very powerful one, but it would do 
the job. 

Vladimir: “When are we arriving to the fucking restaurant? Are we far away?”. 

Bekir: “We’re there in 4 minutes”. 

Bekir and Rambo were still very high on PWO and speed. They were still tense and 
sweaty, and needed water because of the speed and pwo that they consumed. 














The van stops right in front of the restaurant! It’s very quiet around in the streets, as 
the restaurant was in a finer area. Not a lot of noise from the streets. This was an 
upper middle class area. 

Bekir (talks over the earbuds): “What do we do now? 

Vladimir: “Alright listen up! Bekir, you stay behind the wheel at all times. Ramo, you 
can come out now, and open the back door of the van. | am sitting inside the thing 
that you and Bekir carried into the van. You will help me unload it out of the van and 
follow me inside” 

Ramo: “Okay! Understood, I'm coming out now’. 


Ramo walks out of the van and to the back of the van. He opens up the doors and 
sees Vladimir sitting inside 20 circle saws around him. 

Ramo: “What the fuuuuck man!!! WHAT THE FUCK!! WHAT THE FUCK IS THAT”. 
Vladimir: “Shut up and get me out of the van or I'll fucking blow you up with that 
fucking belt that you have around you”. 

Ramo: “Alright man, chill! I'll fucking help you out. Don’t blow me up!” 

Ramo helps Vladimir to unload the shitload of circle saws around him. They put it 
carefully on the ground, and Vladimir shoves the structure up towards the entrance. 
Vladimir: “Bekir keep sitting in that fucking van no matter what. If you drive away, I'll 
fucking blow you up. Ramo, you come with me inside the restaurant now.” 

They enter the restaurant!!! THEY ROCK UP AT THE ENTRY INSIDE, PEOPLE 
ARE LOOKING! EVERYBODY IS LIKE “WHAT THE FUCK” INSIDE THEIR HEAD! 
THE WAITERS STOP UP AND TURN AROUND TO LOOK AT THE ENTRY, THE 
GUESTS STOP EATING. AFUCKING STRUCTURE WITH 20 CIRCLE SAWS HAD 
FUCKING ENTERED THE RESTAURANT, AND A GIPSY!! IT’S FUCKING QUIET! 
Vladimir screams on the microphone inside the structure: “ALRIGHT 
COCKSUCKERS! | WILL FUCK YOUR SUN NOW! 1 WILL FUCK YOUR RAIN! GO 
FUCK YOUR MOTHERS EVERYONE!!! NOBODY FUCKING MOVE!!! SUUUCKA 
FUUUUCK!!!” 

Everyone is on the way to fucking shit themselfs inside the restaurant! All 60-80 
guests are all sweaty now! Vladimir turns to his right side and screams to Ramo 
“TAKE OFF YOU PANTS, AND START FUCKING JERKING OFF!!! JERK OFF AND 
WALK AROUND WHILE YOU JERK OFF! JERK OFF RIGHT IN FRONT OF THE 
FACE TO THE GUESTS, MAKE SURE NOBODY GETS UP! IF YOU STOP I’LL 
BLOW YOU UP!!! 

Ramo took his fucking pants down and start to jerk his cock off right in the middle of 
the restaurant, and people didnt understand a shit, and were mega uncomfortable!! 
But then!!! Vladimir turns on his fucking circle saw suit!!! ALL THE 20 CIRCLE SAWS 
GET TURNED ON, AND HE STARTS FUCKING RUNNING WITH THE SUIT AND 
BASHING INTO PEOPLE! HE RAMS THE THING INTO THE TABLES, THE 
GUESTS! THE WHOLE LOT! HE’S CUTTING UP PEOPLE WITH THIS SUIT, A 
TOTAL MASSACRE!! FUCKING BLOOD EVERYWHERE! THERE IS NO OTHER 
EXIT IN THE LOCAL, NO BACKDOOR! THE ONLY EXIT WAS AT THE FRONT, 
BUT VLADIMIR WAS FUCKING RUNNING AROUND BASHING AND CUTTING 
PEOPLE UP ON ONE SIDE, WHILE RAMO WAS JERKING OFF AND MAKING 
PEOPLE UNCOMFORTABLE ON THE OTHER. PEOPLE DIDN'T WANT TO 
TOUCH HIS DICK! AFUCKING DIRTY AND GIPSY, UNSHOWERED, FULL OF 
PWO AND SPEED JERKING HIS GIPSY COCK OFF! HOW FUCKING GROSS! 
IMAGINE SITTING INA RESTAURANT AND SOMEBODY COMES AND JERKS 
OFF RIGHT IN THE FRONT OF YOUR FACE! VLADIMIR WAS BASHING LEFT 
FRONT CENTER FORWARD WITH HIS CIRCLE SAW SUIT ON WHEELS! BLOOD 
WAS FUCKING EVERYWHERE! EVERYONE WAS SCREAMING!!!! RAMO 
FUCKING EJACULATED ON ALADY! IT WAS A PURE CUM SHOW!!! AS HE 
EJACULATED AS FUCK, PEOPLE THEN STOOD UP AND STARTED TO RUN! 


VLADIMIR QUICKLY RAN TOWARDS THE ENTRY AGAIN TO STOP THEM! HE 
WANTED TO GRIND THE FUCKERS UP AND JUST MAKE PURE CHAOS AT THE 
RESTAURANT! RAMO SUDDENLY PICKS UP DRINKS FROM THE TABLES 
AROUND AT THE RESTAURANT TO DRINK. HE WAS DEHYDRATING FROM THE 
CUMMING, JERKING OFF LIKE A MACHINE AND THE SPEED AND PWO. THE 
MASSACRE WAS CRAZY!! AFTER 5 MINUTES VLADIMIR TELLS RAMO TO TAKE 
HIS PANTS UP AGAIN, THEY’RE GONNA ESCAPE! THEY ROLLED THE CIRCLE 
SAW SUIT OUT OF THE RESTAURANT AFTER THE MASSACRE, PUT IT IN THE 
VAN AGAIN AND DROVE OFF. VLADIMIR SCREAMED “DRIVE DRIVE DRIVE!” 
OVER THE EARBUDS TO BEKIR WHO WAS THE GETAWAY DRIVER. THEY 
DROVE OFF!! THE GUESTS AT THE RESTAURANT WERE GRINDED UP AS 
FUCK, IF YOU KNOW WHAT I’M SAYING!? 


